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:ble marriage qe 


“Offickk’S wife What ini id ea ! 1 shlHt.UJ [VVofer 1 Md, be a ■ 
menial in a hotel.” 

The Marquise do Bruy shrugged her shoulders. 

“When you hear the name of the officer in question—” 

“Even should it he M. de 'Irene, who is considered so 
chic, 1 will not have him. So-” 

“You would not have him ! Really ! Yet you have 
no right to he so hard to please, when—” 

“ 'When my father only left debts behind him, and you 
do not possess a sou !’ Ah 1 know this sentence by heart: 
you repeated it to me so many times that 1 have not 
forgotten it, believe me 1” 

“Well, what about it?” 

“Well never mind if I urn penniless, 1 will never marry 
against the desire of my heart.” 

“Resides,” timidly put in de Bray, "you may not be 
rich, hut still you will have a dowry.” 

“A dowry?” cried the surprised child, "a dowry that 
you will give me then?” 

Her soft eyes, of a very pale grey, which were laughing 
through 'long,- thick brown eyelashes, rested affectionately on 
her stepfather. 

Irritated, Madam© de Bray said drily: 

"There is no need to tell her what she need not know, 
it will only render her more difficult.” 

"What difficult?” exclaimed Goryse indignantly, 
cult in what? 1 was sixteen three months ago and 
has asked to marry me, so far its I know?” 

"Yes, somebody asked— and you refused him befo 
hearing who it was.” 



“That’s because I will never marry an officer— never will 
do that I I see many officers’ wives ; there is no lack of them 
n the four regiments— welt, for nothing in the world would I 
e in the place of any of them. I am not built for that I I 
mve not the rccjuircd temper* I am not polite enough I feel 
hat if my colonel had a wife like Madame, do Bnssigny, for 
nstance, nothing could induce me to visit her, nothing I” 
Turning towards the end of the sitting room as if for 
a oral support, she enquired, 

‘‘Am I not right, Uncle Mare?” 

Allowing Uncle Marc no time to reply, Madame de Bray 
eel a red : 

“This docs not concern your uncle. Will you, yes or no, 
isten to me an instant?” 

She continued, solemnly, 

“The man who honours you with a request for your 
Land is the Due d’Aubieres.” 

She stopped, reckoning upon her daughter’s surprise, 
ndeed, the disturbed face of Coryse expressed an extreme 
tupor. Madame do Bray mistook it for a joyful shock and 
sited triumphantly. 

“Well, what have you to say to that?” 

"Say?” replied the girl with a laugh, “1 feel stunned.” 
And, paying no heed to her mother’s threatening glare, 
he went on : 

“Yes, he is at least forty, Monsieur d'Aubieres, since he 
s a colonel— lie is rather ugly and 1 hear it every instant 
hat lie has no wealth.” 

The Marquise looked her daughter up mid down, 
cornfully : 

“Ah I now we have it complete ! — She must also have 
loney!” 

Coryse shook her fair head : 

“Oh ! not at all. Money makes no difference to me, so 



long :ts I am not a due — a duchess, I mean. But that’s 
ridiculous; a big title with a small fortune. I will not say 
that if I had one, I would, not being rich, bury it in the 
cellar — no ! My title might bother mo, but 1 would carry 
it all the same, since I could not be blamed for having got 
it. However it is not only on account of the title that I 
am refusing him.” 

“Is it on account of his career?” 

“It is mostly on account of himself.” 

“But you said a hundred times that he is charming— that 
you liked him very much.” 

"Certainly, I like him much ! — hut not to marry him 1 
Moreover, I find him too old— and if I had to spend all 
my time with him, I have an idea that that would not bo 
funny.” 

The Marquise gave her husband a baleful glance and 
replied : 

“One does not get married to get fun I” 

"Well there you are, hut in my case I will only marry 
to have it so I” 


"The child is crazy I I prefer not to discuss it further.” 
Rising, and with a step which she imagined to be noble 
but was only ridiculous, the Marquise marched out, 


When the door had been closed with a bang, M'. do 
Bray said softly : 


“You are wrong, my little C'oryse, to — to — ’ ” 

Coryse, unmoved by her mother’s noisy exit, suddenly 
sal upright in the large armchair io which, ensconced among 
cushions, she could scarcely ho seen. 

Why do you call me Coryse? Why do you not say 
Chiffon? Arc you angry too?” 

“I am not at all angry hut— well— ” 

"Yes, you are angry, I can sec it! Now, tell me first 
what you wanted to say when I cut you off.” 
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“Nothing— l don’t remember.” 

“Well, I know. You were saying ‘you are wrong to— 

where am I wrong?’ ,, 

“In arguing as you did with your mother. 

“What! must l be married against my will, without 

defending myself?" 

“I am not saying that." 

“Then what arc you saying? 

“1 say that— that without without- ” 

“You see 1 You are baffled I” 

“But-" 

“You are in a mess, and there's no getting out of it 1 
And I challenge you to get out of your explanation. Yes! 
Either I don’t let them do what limy want and I argue, or 
I don’t argue and I let them.” 

“You could, after al : l, discuss the matter, hut in another 
tone, and above all with other terms. Your language exas 
perates your mother.” 

“Yes, I know, she likes a noble style I” 

All the tenderness and infinite kindness in the child's eyei 
vanished, and she added stilly : 

“She is so refined I” 

M'. tie Bray replied, in a grieved tone : 

“You are hurting me very much.” 

“My God I And I never want to cause you any pain ! 1 
love you very much, believe me.” 

“And I too, love you much.” 

“Then why do you want to turn me out, to marry me 
to—” 

“But 1 do not want to do anything of (lie kind.” 

“Yes! you want it! And 1 am only sixteen and a half! 

I beseech you to 'leave me in peace! Let me live here 
still-” 

She interrupted herself, and counting on her finger tips: 



"Still another live years--evcn not quite live. After that 

T will go. 1 promise you.” . ... 

The soft grey eyes were troubled and dimmed with tears. 

Oorysandc d’Avesnos, otherwise, Coryse, but usually called 
Chiffon was a strop?', and supple girl, with still a few of 
t L angles and disproportions of childhood and the train- 
lucid skin of the child. Her nimble movements, were at 
times slightly clumsy, arid irritated her mother as much as 

the slight incorrectness of her speech. 

T|, c Marquise do Bray, who was highly infatuated with 
herself, generally considered those with whom social neces- 
sities compelled her to live as inferior nobodies, whom she 
greatly honoured by condescending to sloop to their level. 
She had spent her life despising and tormenting the simple 
and kind people around her, beginning with the (.twite 
d’ Avenues, Coryse’s father, who had the sense to die two 
years after. I le had made no bones, moreover, in arrang- 
ing elsewhere for himself an existence such as he found 
impossible in his own homo. His widow, without means, 
had installed herself, with her daughter, in the house of an 
uncle and aunt who worshipped the child and brought her 
up until her mother’s second marriage. As for Madame 
d’Avesnes, she was only making short appearances at the 
house of uncle and aunt tie I .auiiay. She was accustomed 
to travel, sometimes staying at Paris, someliffis with 
friends, being unable, so she said, to get used to provincial 


life. 

It was in the course of a visit to Pont-sur-Sarlhc that 
Mi. de Bray fell: attracted to her. He was well off, and 
very charming. She, on her side, was beginning to ripen, 
and she well understood that her beauty, dependent upon 
freshness and bloom, would soon and suddenly disappear. 
Instead, therefore, of behaving towards the Marquis as she 
had done with many others, she cleverly brought him 
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round to marry her. She resigned herself to living in Pont 
sur-Sarthe since she could not shine elsewhere, and let it b< 
widely known that her marriage with M. de Bray was om 
of sheer devotion to her daughter and to ensure her future, 

Then began for the poor husband the most awful 
existence, made up of bawl mgs and silences, of scenes and 
reconcilements, such as she had created for his predecessor 
and also for uncle and aunt de Launay, who horo it all for 
the love of their little “Chiffon,” and their fear of being 
separated from her. 

But it was her daughter whom Madame de Bray plagued 
the worst of all Everything in the child’s nature was j„ 
contradiction with her mother’s ideas which were very 
narrow on certain points and immoderately large on others. 
Infatuated with aristocracy, and also with money since she 
had some— loving above all pomp and pose, she never for. 
gave little Coryse her simplicity and frankness, which she 
did not understand. As she did not belong, strictly 
speaking, to any definite type of womanhood, the Marquise 
had created one of her own with sundry and hackneyed 
likenesses. She had learnt to speak at the theatre, and to 
think from novels. As she did not possess any foundation 
of fineness of sentiment or sensation she ill-applied what 

she did not fully understand, and produced- for instance 

when tried to he tragical-some intensely preposterous 
effects which provoked in Chiffon crises of, wild mirth. 

« “f, ar ho l rself 1 j n demeanour and aspect, Madame do 
ray always taxed her daughter with being common, !m( | 

" , )at dlSt ' l1Ction whicl 4 was attribute of the 

Seeing that Coryse was crying (she who never cried), M 

ie couki. qm UPSGI) ° nly th0Ugl,t of co,,8oli >* Iter as best 

Come, my little Chiffon, he reasonable and all will 
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She retorted, while despondently shaking her head : Do 

v()l think it will come right through my marrying M. 
u’Anhieres? Well, I should want nothing heller, he sure 
of it if i did not feel that, doing it, I should do something 
wrong 1 should make him unhappy, otherwise 1 would 
marry him immediately to rid the others of myself, 

“It is had to speak so, ChilVon.” ( 

“You know well 1 do not mean it for you, you know it 

well.” , . . t 4 

limn \ 


‘But your mother is no more dcsiri 


“Don’t you believe it. She thinks of nothing else 1 She 
is too badly afraid that 1 may not get married and, above 
all, that 1 may not wed a high class man. Not that she 
wants that for my own happiness, oh ! no l that is a mere 
detail I It would be to satisfy her vanity, for the satisfac- 
tion of arousing jealousy in many others— to amaze the 
people of Ponf-sur-Sarthe and annoy her own friends and 

for no other purpose.’’ „ 

“I am very sorry to hear you speak so of your mother. 
“I cannot help saying what I think 1” 

“May he, hut you must not think so.” 

“And how am I to stop thinking of it? Mow can 1 believe 
that she has any love for me? Before you came into the 
family did she ever think of me except to scold me or 
those whom she accused of spoiling me? Without unde 
and aunt do 1, annoy, and you later on, would I ever have 
been caressed and eared for? Oh 1 I beg your pardon, 
caressed I was, twice yearly, when leaving upon and return- 
ing from her journeys. That look place under the porch, 
and I rebelled at the thought that she had come back to 
this home so calm and peaceful when she was away. And 
then, raptures ! ’My Corysnnde ! my beloved daughter!’ 
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One might have thought that a drama was being enaclec 
and I had been discovered in an underground cave ! Sin 
lifted, me up — she squeezed me, so hard as lo choke me 
against her corsets! And if was all done so that if mnv 
be witnessed by the coachman and (he servants unloading 
her luggage. Hut that did nol fool (hem, ihey know her 
too well ! Yet all die same she regularly presented ihem 
that little melodramatic scene. M 

Laughing again, the child concluded, good-naturedly : 

“She always lacked in simplicity, you know / 1 

“You exaggerate certain imperfections, my child/’ 

“I exaggerate? Hut perhaps you cannot believe it, you 
who are so little affceled, so little mindful of the cll’eets that 
you may produce. M 

“You take pleasure in being contrary to your Mamma 
over trifles.” 

“Mamma ! He careful ! If she heard you ! M 

As ML de Uray glanced uneasily towards die door she 
exclaimed : 

“You were nervous, eh !” 

^ She continued : “—You forgo! lluu ‘Mamma’ is ;i name 
good enough for (lie nibble™ ;i word in be left for the use 

of menials. People of good bin h express Ihemselves other- 
wise—’’ 


‘Since she has a weakness for such petty details, whv nol 
satisfy her?” 

“Bui I do! I never do otherwise ! When speaking to 
her I do not call—, I avoid— hut when referring to her I 
say my mother* loudly. My mouth mav use the term - 
but it is nolin my heart. It is nol my faull, really ! i tried 
o, especially since you replaced my poor |) ;u ldv ! You 

“ 8 ° &WK] f ° th ° 1 wi,tl ’ ii,,k; who did 

•lot wm to see you-nnd I loved you so much since I 

came lo know you that, just lo please you, I wished to love 
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•{ i, iif it wjis useless, I. never could 1 . 

your wife, b ' . I s |, m ,id b e very sorry il 

,r ^^ b t™iwn"i!»'> on he, »le l ,l»ll,er’ S face, she «« 
ym, knma "'ll vm, I, .Id ' hove ,„e„ti 1 ,„e,l 

" “Thai' iT'imhiai fmhinale.!" ilnnumml Ihc I'" 1 ” 

“Uni it is true, 1 trust nobody but you 
She AWt ccVl . ver his shoulder, at the Count de Bray 
w ,u!^' rnckiltd himself, silently, in a nmed nnn-chmr, and 

“ d MAnd also Uncle Mare ! Why are you not saying some- 

^Unele'Mare, a tall and elegant man, replied in a slightly 

“Sinn# beesmee I Iidvo n.,lhm* In »»y. Mo.^ovc', 
before I even trial lo »pa|k, ymir moll, or cmomal me lo 

keep silent. Therefore— 1” ,, 

‘•I know that very well 1 Bui ns she is no longer l.eifr- • 
“Since she left you have staled some true facts, my heat 
Chiffon and as I am not lo say you are right, I am 
keeping my mouth shirt.” 

“You too are kind I” 

“Oh, l am excellent ! But will you leave me alone, you 
little goose?” added he, suddenly rising and. making Cory so 
slip off in the act of clinging to Ids knee like a baby. 
Surprised, she asked : 

“Why are you pushing me away?” 

“Because you are too big for such monkey tricks I At 
your age! Do you call it mannerly?” 

“Why, may T not sit on- my uncle’s knees, now? 
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And she added roguishly : 

“Ah ! If you were not my unde I—” 

“Well, that’s just it,” retorted Mare tie Bruy sullenly 
“The fact is that, precisely, I am not your uncle.” 

“Oh I” said the girl, suddenly sorrowful, “how wicked ol 
you to tell me that!” 

She stretched herself in one of those feline movements 
that, were natural to her and began to soli, her fnee burie, 
in a cushion of the conch, 

“Now!” said Uncle Mare irritated. “What is th t 
matter with her to-day? She, who never cries easilv keens 
whimpering ! ' ’ ' 1 

“Be a little lenient,” said M. do Bray, “she is unnerved 
by that marriage affair.” 

“I can understand that.” 

Take care not to let her hear you, she would finally 

send this poor d Aubjercs to tho devil ! M 

“Well, but you are not going to' lei such an ahsun 
union become a fact, I hope.” 

heIp i forTt 0 *’ her ha8 80 m8d0 UP l,er mi,ul ,h; " 1 no 

Chiffon!” mad! AublcrC8 ' K ,won, y f| vc years oUler than 

bel,BVC gossips, little do Uron worshins 
you and she is twenty years younger than you?” 

“f^ 080 !t 18 so— she may he worshipping me to-dav 
but will she to-morrow?” h 

I can also quote the example of mir mother wlm in 

i,w ->■« >«* 

it fu™ - *,«nd -* 

t« s and i, it uninft,, to tco ir " ' P<M> ' rlll,f "" is >" 
He wen, to tho cooeh end, tttroKoc. 
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affectionately : .... >> 

“Little (.’hi IV on. forgive mo for grieving you 
S|,e raised her tear-stained face and asked: 

“Why were you so wicked? Why did you say you were 

nor niv uncle ? t *f t 

“But just hecause although 1 love you as much as if 1 

really was your uncle, the hare fact is I hal: i am not. 1 am 
the brother of your mother’s husband, flint is to say no 
relation to you. I could marry you if 1 was. not as aged 
!1S my friend d’Aubiercs whom you arc so nicely turning 

I <** 

“nii l” said she. flabbergasted. "You are of the same 


age as Mi. d’Aubiercs?” 

She added with a laugh : . 

“Well, you are less 'deteriorated’ than he is, according 
to the expression used al Pont-sur-Sarthe. Yes, the 
other day, I was chatting in the street with an old fellow 
who said so, to explain that his wife was somewhat 


broken down.” 

The Marquis, uneasy, queried : „„ 

“You chatted in the street with whom? \\ hal fellow r 
"A man I met when returning from my course with old 

Jean--! think he was a street sweeper.” 

"If your mother hail seen you talking with that man 


Turning abruptly towards Uncle Marc she asked : 

“Well, after all- whether you arc truly my uncle or not, 
for five years I called you my uncle and thought you 
were — just as 1 believe that daddy is my daddy? Then 
perhaps you can give me your advice : Should I, or 
should I not marry d’Aubieros.” 

“Such a question is very perplexing.” ^ 

“Well, if you were in my place, what would you do?” 
“In your place, well, I should try to feel myself—” 





“But. it is just because 1 am feeling myself that---” 
“Before saying no, I should see d’Anbieres somelim,, 
I should— I should think over ” 1 

“Ah ! You are of I lie opinion - dial if | did see hin 
often it might make me change my mind? Well, ] .... 
think just the opposite. ’’ ' ’ ' 

Aubicrcs is witty, he is kind, lias good manners he cm 
only gain from being known. Without being rich he lit 
means, and a historical name - ” 

“Heavens, don’t I know all about him being historical? 
icy have repealed it in my presence time and a-hiii 
But I too, bear a historical name, and then, von under’ 

stand one does not prize very highly win p , Wll / 

it is those one has not that is so desired “ ’ " 

‘‘What do you desire?" 

She thought a little, then said resolutely : 

.jr; nT“ r ' .I , iiiiiin " 1 "■ '"".-I. I,, i, ,, 

sur-Snrtlie :is J,™ wl 1"”^’° 

a»d i, , lw r' ,r Lri 11 1 ::,v ,,i,,ire 

rnnrort Ah l M i i , V u,l,n W 1 wo »I« hsive a 

really !’’ '' ** hmud in m - v 

A servant opened the door: 

‘Madame la Marquise wishes to have a few |. i r 

juoj|t?" ? tntd rv " > " ,|lrlsc ' lIliMi; will bt 

bSSj; ^ "•» « I «* 

“It must be M, d’Aiibicr,.. t A . , 

’ ou tilc w «y to make him shine (!n | tie ^'"V* 

one, and much dirtier i Ita i, |, “ "* 



nhe quickly 
two*. 1 had 


<hc looked at M. do limy, who was going out with his 
In-other and stammered, her eyes filling with tears. 
b, °Ail ’the same, it is really hard luck when the only two 
ncoolo who love me arc nothing to me . 

As her stepfather was turning l () K ‘h > 

at «if^ was not nice of me to say ‘the only ...... - 

forgotten uncle Albert and aunt Mathilde who love me so 
much, and are really somethin* to me." 

Then, suddenly possessed of a new idea, she made a t ivo 
and, passing quickly under the arm of M. de Bray whoso 
hon d was on the door knob, she shouted to him with a 

laugh . ( , . 

“In fact, I am (lining with them to-niglil ! 

Raising her voice she went on, with marked emphasis : 
Toll it. to ‘my uml-hcr’ in ease she forgot it. 

Running, she vanished up the stairs. 


MM' 


II 


CHIFFON had leaped into her room, placed a hat 
obliquely on her fair hair, and bursting into the pantry 
had got hold of old Jean, who was grumbling while putting 
on cotton gloves too tight for his large hands i 
“Come on ! Quick I Take me to aunt Mathilde t 
“But, Mademoiselle I You have forgotten. lher< 
guests for dinner — T shall have to attend at the door, 
they will presently arrive.” . 

“Oh ! You have plenty of time ! You will be bn 

once, we will run I” 

1 



"Oh ! We will run !” murmured the old coachmai 
"and in such heat — it will he so nice to run 1” 

Coryse got hold of his arm and shook him roughly : 

“Come on ! Hurry up, or you will have me pinched !” 

The man stood confounded, his lingers spread out, an 
asked : 

"Pinched? Then you did not get permission- ?” 

"I have it without having if, come on” 

"I bet that’s not true— you haven’t got it.’’ 

"Yes, I have, from Daddy.” 

"Just the same as if you hadn’t, then 1 The 'permis. 
sions’ from Monsieur le Marquis are of no value!” 

Walking across to the dining room she slopped, 
surprised : 


"Hallo,” she cried, looking at the table, "there are 
several guests at dinner? I thought only M 1 . d’Anhiercs 
would bo there — where are you going to?” 

“Just to fetch my cap which is in the harness room, 
I’ll soon catch you up,” 

Soon he was closo behind her. Suddenly she turned 
round to face him, and asked : 

"You know M. d’Auhieros- what do you think of him?” 

"I find him a handsome colonel.” 


"n! 1 ! ^ ean ’ tiu T w:lllt nie to marry him !” 

Uhl II said the coachman, so comically scared that 
the girl burst out laughing. "Oh I Impossible ! Ihu 
he- could very nearly be your father!” 

"AU the same, they want il-it’s Madame la Marquise.” 

«Tp‘ d | the i° d . man ‘ wlu> wcli know lliti niistress's 
d’Aubiere l |” ^ >C — “ arCflt na,llCl Motisictur le Due 


... ,£T , an wa,k hc8 '< le me,” ordered Coryse who 
dtshked having to turn back while walking. "You arc 
giving me an ache in the neck.” 



•'I can’t walk by your side— Madame la Marquise 
expressly forbade it. ‘In the street, you will walk live steps 
behind mademoiselle when escorting her,’ said she.” 

“—to the others, but not to you who have been like my 
nurse. Can there be etiquette in your case. Look I We 
have arrived.” 


Joan looked at the old granite mansion in front of them, 
which stood up on the place du Palais as a heavy grey 
silhouette, and sighed heavily. 

Here is a good house I Where we were happy and had 
[good masters ! Not that I want to say a word against 
'Monsieur lo Marquis, ever ! Nobody is kinder than he— but 
he cannot often do what he would like ! Hut Monsieur 

and Madame ile Launay, each did what they wanted to • 

which was always what the other wanted.” 

“You regret having left them?” 


No, seeing that I left them to he with you. Hut after 
marrying M. d Auhiores, — or someone else— -I shan’t 
remain there long-on account of Madame la Marquise.” 
Chiffon did not reply, 

■ doubt ‘ s w, ' on A of me to complain to you of 

, 1IS * ^ lrBt of !, 1* because she is your mamma, and 
then you are still more to be pitied than I am, because I 
can leave if I choose to, hut you, -you understand?” 

After a silence, Ihe man still following the thread of his 
idea said : 


r D ° ?°" I hink , tll0y wil1 t:llcu mo hack > M. and Mine, do 
Launay? they know well that I only left them in order 
to stay with you, Mamzelle Ooryse, and they find that 
once I am no longer there their horses are not so fine, 
nor so fat or so shining and all — u 

But you know well that you will always stay with me, 
nd Jean, and I will take you with me when I go—” 
bhc had lifted the knocker at the gate and stridden over 


15 



the enormous bar across the way. His eyes wet, the o! 

coachman leant towards her. 

“What! You would still employ an old man like me? 
“Yes, you please me as you are niy nurse, even thong 

you are not good looking!” 

Letting fall the knocker, she shouted to hinW 
“Meanwhile, run ! You have barely enough lime. 

And, laughing at the scared look on his face, she crlct 
“Perhaps you may not meet with pleasant reception f 


home, you know !” . , 

Chiffon’s entrance in the de Launays’ dminy room, a 
they were just sitting down to dinner, was a real event 
Aunt Mathilde and uncle Albert rose up with cries o 
delight, and the servant allowed himself to grunt will 


pleasure. 

The fact is, that every one loved Chiffon in this old ltous 
where she had spent her early childhood years, and It 
which she always returned with joy whenever she could ge 


out. 

She was ten years old when her mother, having married 
again, took her hack from the two old people who had const 
to consider her as their own child. Thu separation wit 
terribly painful for them, and also for the little girl wlic 
was fearful of the future. 

Scolded and shaken, by her mother since she was ole 
enough to remember; taken care of and fondled by the old 
uncle and aunt as soon as she had returned between whcctl 
lings and insults during the sojourns of Madame d’Avesnei 
at Pont-sur-Sarthc, Coryse, fundamentally gay by tempera- 
ment but saddened by reflections, was living in perpetual 
anxiety. 

When a very young child, sitting in her small arm-chaii 
under the immobile glares of the portraits in mail anil 
corselets of the Avcsncs, between two old people who novel 
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lost sight of her curly head, already (he child was thinking. 

She was thinking that it was good to live and laugh, to 
roll about on the carpet in the great hall or on the lawn 
of the garden which to her, seemed full of sun and joy., 
She thought it amusing to talk to the dogs, horses, birds, 
toys and (lowers, hut all that was not to endure. One day, 
perhaps to-morrow', they would hear hi the evening, the 
great gale under the portico being opened; a large carriage 
making a very familiar noise would turn in, and uncle 
Albert, bending towards her, would kiss her and Bay, 
awkwardly : 

“My Chill on, it is your mother who has come, go down 
with Claiuline to meet her.” 

1 hey no longer used to toll her in advance when her 
mother was expected. The unde and aunt had noticed that, 
when informed of her coming, she ceased to eat and sleep. 
She was also continually crying, hut showed a brave face at 
the last moment, resigned when finally it “must he.” 

And site was thinking that, in obedience to her uncle, she 
would grip in her little hand a corner of Clandine’s apron 
and step down resolutely, dry eyed, her lip hardly quiver- 
ing, while the Breton woman, moved, would tell her with 
encouraging voice : 

“Come, my poor Chiffon, you must he reasonable !” 

And, in a scared voice, which she seemed to hear, she 
would reply : 

f "You, be sure not i<> ‘thou’ me, and to call mo 
‘mademoiselle.’ You know what she wants. Oh! Be 
very careful !” 

Certainly, the scenes and shouts raining on her irritated 
Ooryse, hut to a lesser extent than the scenes and shouts 
destined for others. 

Ihe sight of aunt Madeleine softly crying in her room, 
or of a dismissed servant, pale, and dragging his trunk down 

M.C. 2 


17 



the staircase, upset her to the point of causing her lo 
remain sleepless a whole night in her little bod, with her 
eyes wide open and her jaw trembling. 

And all that was foretold by the large carriage, whose 
rumbling she thought she could always hear, even when at 
play, or whose outlines, bristling with luggage, she thought 
to see even when she gazed at the tilings she loved to 
contemplate : water, lire and flowers. 

And for years Chiffon had lived, laughing although pre- 
occupied, unable to forget, during eight or ten peaceful 
months, the few had days elapsed, or to come, bending in 
advance her small, supple and strong hack in the anticipa- 
tion of some awful expected shock. 

The announcement of her mother’s marriage, which in 
itself left her unmoved, terrified her when she heard that 
she was to leave the old mansion where she had grown, 
and the old relatives who had taken care of her. She knew 
by sight the Marquis de Bray, whom she had often seen on 
horseback with his brother Mare, and till then she had 
found him very kind. But when she saw him marry her 
mother she inferred that: lie was like her, and thought her 
last day had arrived. 


Ful|y mistress of herself when she judged it necessary, she 
concealed her fears and was content with her silent protests. 
To Madame d’Avcsnes, who declared to her with long 
sentences that it was owing to her maternal love and for 
her future welfare that she was re-marrying, she did not say 
' word in reply. And when they searched for her in order 
a introduce her to M. de Bray who had called on the de 
-aunays she went and crouched at the end of the garden 
m a bed of hortensias where she could not lie found. 

Pale,, her lips pursed, a hard look in her eyes, she wit- 
nessed m the gloomy cathedral her mother’s wedding, 
vaguely realizing that there disappeared the last remem- 
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brancc of the poor father she had never known and who 
perhaps would have loved her. 

And her heart was full of distress and rancour when she 
1 came to her new home. 

M. do Bray loved her at once, hut guessing all she had in 
her mind he did no try to hasten the time for a rapproche- 
ment. His wife’s intractable temper did it however. 

Seared by the tumult, cries, outbursts and frantic gestures 
of tiic Marti u ise, these two flay and good-hearted ones 
instinctively looked to each other for support, and the 
ultimate outcome of it was that she could only recover a 
little gaiety and composure when, her stepfather was present. 

Ihe child had always endeavoured to conceal the terror 
her mother inspired in her. The din of her shouts made 
hoi sti .lighten herself up while she affected to preserve an 
irritating calmness and impertinently raised up her nose 
while she felt her teeth chattering and her little legs shake 
But, one evening, she betrayed herself. Chased through 
a corridor by Madame de Bray who was abusing her, she 
suddenly got astride the banister and, slipping down to 
the bottom of the stairs, burst into (lie library. There 
believing herself alone, she flattened herself against the 
door, panting, anguished, listening for sounds of her 
mother searching for her. 

Mare de Bray, who was living with his brother, was 
smoking, sunk in a large arm-chair far from the lamp, 
bofily he called the little one. She turned round, displeased 
at having been surprised in this moment of weakness and 
abandon. 

‘‘Ah 1“ said she angrily, "you are here.” 

Mare replied, chaffingly : 

Well, yes, mademoiselle Corysande ! l am here I Does 
it annoy you.” 

Chiffon never lied. She replied surlily ; 




Seeing her move, he insisted: 

“He is very fond of you, iitul so am I, my little ( 'hiiftm- 
atul if we never mentioned it before it is only because it. is 
not easy to accost a little porcupine that rolls itself into a 
hail when it sees from afar those it docs not want to see ” 

And as his brother came in he exclaimed to him : 

“Come, Pierre, tell Chiffon that we are her very sincere 
friends, and I have an idea that this evening she will credit 
it " 

Prom that day a great alTection had dawned in her little 
heart, and she lived more peacefully. 

“How is it that you earne this evening, my dhilVon?" 
ennui red uncle Albert, delighted. “I thought you had 
guests at dinner?” 

She winked, and made a grimace. 

“M. d'Auhieres?” she announced. 

Without giving him lime to reply, she continued : 

“Say in my place would you marry him? — M. 
d’Auhieres?” 

“Chiffon !” mumbled aunt Mathilde, indicating by a 
glance the servant who was setting her place at the table. 

“What does it matter? M. d’Auhieres must have made 
his request at four o’clock, i was informed of it at live; 
by this evening many people in the town will know it, and 
to-morrow my mother will tell it to all the others. It will 
look grand, that way, l'ont-sur-Sarthe I And it is said that 
there are eighty thousand inhabitants! Well, all the 
same, gossip does not take long to get about. You knew 
it— that M, d'Auhieres wants to marry me?” 

“Hut,” said M. do l ,nu nay, “wo heard it from 
mother, who came for this purpose and invite ’ 
on her this evening.” 

"Ah I certainly ; they wanted to introduce 
family and compel me to say 'yes.* ” 



The aunt protested : 

“But no introduction is necessary. We have known hin 
since he was posted here, and that was long ago.” 

“A year ago !— The first time Uncle Mare brought him tc 
dinner he sat next to me. I was still in short skirls -anc 
ail the time he spoke about rally-papers and chases I wat 
bored stiff at that dinner !” 

“Chiffon!” cried Madame de Liunny, reproachfully, “ a 
slang expression again.” 

She showed surprise : 

“Slang? Where? Oh ! ‘Bored stiff, that’s whal you 
call slang? You are so very correct, aunt Malhilde !” 

“It is you who are not sufficiently so ! Your mother is 
quite right when she reproaches you. Your manners and 
language! Yes, you behave like a boy and speak like the 
street urchins.” 


Well, they are the only people who amused me with 
their talk when I was small. It is not my fault if I 
never could find a word to say to my cousins do Lnssv or 
the general s ‘little demoiselles’, as Clandinc used to sav 
who came to have tea with me in silk frocks, and with’ 
their hair fresh from curling tongs I In spite of all the 
tortures I inflicted upon niy imagination the best I could 
do was to swing my arms foolishly before them and laugh 
stupidly, mocking at myself, but I could not help it | 

1 hey were joining their words, and nothing puts me out so 
luch as that, it is so funny I T always believe it’s a 
omedy being played, -isn’t it so, uncle Albert? You sec 
what 1 mean? I aril sure you do.” ' 

“Yes yes, I know it, but don’t talk so much-ear vour 

beef which will soon he cold.” M 

"It will be good all the same, it is so good | f, j 8 
another thing that we do not eat at home I ” 
lour mother does not like it, I believe I” 
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*<T, isn’t that she does not like it. s!,c 'f\ not liaV . e 
it saying it is a dish for common people, and whaleve, is 
Jo‘ r common people, whether dish or anything else- 

.■Mcnwliilo, y.m hnv« nol yrt Hivtii me your rulv.cU 
“About what?” 

"Well, concerning M. d Aubiores. 

“lhii concerning this you must only consult yourself, nty 
(1 J child,” said uncle Albert: “Your mother approves 
r u: m it is for you to see if he pleases yon. 

•VVta** »» ‘» r ;, b v* "Ti 

sidered him from this viewpoint, and, well, if l will c > 
much believe that 
Aunt Mathiklo insisted : 

“You must see him attain, several times, that will be easy 
since lie is a regular visitor of your parents. 1 hen study 
him well, and when you have well studied him 
"What shall I do after studying him wclli’ ^ 

"Well, you will consider your answer to him. 

“And my answer will bo “/nt’ I” 

“Zut?” 

ChilVon laughed. , , • 

“Ah! It is really funny to hear you say Zut, aunt 
Mathilda! You are putting no intention into it at all. 

“No intention?” , . . . , 

“No, ‘Zut I* means 'go for a walk, or go to blazes 
or anything similar. So you muirt let it out more deli- 

berately, you understand?” * 

“You cannot imagine that 1, at my age, can learn to say 

'Zut'!” 

"Hut you would say it well ! --Usually you are not back- 
ward in your talk I aunt Mathilda I And you use expires- 
slops such as ‘bored stiff,’ meaning no reproach to you I 
“I am wrong !” 
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“Never! and if is when you do llial I love von |wi i 
And listen: what I like best in M. d’Aubiercs is Hen I,' 
is no poser. I feel sure ll.nl my slyle of speeeh 
shocks him in the Icnsl, mid the proof of j ( j s *• 

“And ’’ asked M. tie l.mimiy, “what ,|„ your 
uncle advise you to tlo, -regarding this m.-imagc proposal?” 

*Papn docs not say much, he only praises iVI. , I' 'A.Vh ie W 
Uncle Mare tells me to consult my bean. Then, «| UM i 
they thought, once, that I was not listening m dun.i | nr , llS(l 
I was crying in a corner ” ‘ 1 

logether, the two old people asked, tmiibleil : 

You were crying?” 

“Sure! I’m yourselves in mv nhiee I),. .... 

it is funny? Moreover il ,„i M,i» 

was crying, it was over somelhing else' WVll it • r 
was not listening they were enumerating i|,e p.-iH.l''" 

Hieir acquaintances who worship , | , , ,U,,pK ' 

twenty „ r twenty-live years 1 difference- “ “ nf 

thd they mention us?” 

“No.” 

1 «• ■ y™, 

S”;; r 

whne P « in< ,; IC ; h ^|! h " *■> 

- 

yard.?""""' 80 ' “ dl w «"''.er? To ll „, 1(|w| 

nt 'CTuti'i: : * « 

lot!” no< ton,u from yon, | | VI it 

j( ^Really it i s you r mol | 1Cr wh() ., 

So wMctted y« Ur dri.iiiM to liar |>law, I, 



have beautiful horses, and as all the guests will leave 
together they will he seen ! The object of it is to dazzle 
M. d’Aubieres. 011 1 la ! la ! always her flash and her 
fuss ! ” 

While the de Launays were preparing l;o go, ('liiflon, 
sitting in a big arm-chair, was affectionately looking all over 
the drawing room in which she had so ollen played in the 
past. She loved old Empire style couch, covered with 
Utrecht velvet with canary stripes anil with its brass sphinxes; 
the small, low cabinets ending level with the floor, dissim- 
ulated under white wainscoting, in which she used to. hide 
her toys; also the beautiful Louis XY'l panellings, so intact 
and so laughing, with their satyrs and nymphs playing 
about through thickets, whom Cllandine, her maid, described 
as “men and women tickling each other against the wall** ; 
and the old timepiece with its eagles; and the Sevres urns, 
tiresome but charming. 

There, Chiffon lived again the happy hours of her early 
childhood, and it was on a really convinced tone that she 
told her old friends who were calling her, to go with 
them : 

“Ah ! it feels really good to he here !” 

Arriving at the de Bray mansion she climbed the steps 
at a run, ahead of her uncle and aunt, shouting to them : 

“Tell them 1 am coming ! I have got to dress ! 1 would 

ho scolded if I went in as I am I I shall appear in my 
old pink frock I” 



Ill 


COMING into the brilliantly lit bull, Coryse stoppe 
examining, with that winking hnbilunl to shorl-sightc 
people, those who were talking there, seated in a lat^ 
circle. She remained an instant, hesitating, womlerin 
whom she ought to approach first. Then she marched o 
towards an old woman who was silent and possessed a tin 
profile, and she bowed in a movement which, eonsitlerin 
her usual behaviour appeared to be very respectful. 

Coryse liked the Oomtesse tic Varville for several reasons 
She found her dignified in spite of her modest , mien, am 
she thought her intelligent and kind. Another point in he 
favour was that Madame de Bray haled this old woman win 
saddened her drawing room with her faded dresses mu 
her likeness to an old discoloured portrait. 'This lialret 
in itself would have sufliced to win her Chiffon’s sympathy 
“Corysande,” said the Marquise tersely, “come and wisl 
Madame de Bassigny.” 

Madame dc Bassigny was a colonel's wife and ChiHon’i 
b&te noire. She was a very rich and very affected woman, 
who loved to vex and humiliate all the military house- 
holds of I’ont-sur-Sarfhe and to have punishments inflicted 
on all the bachelor officers who neglected her reception 

days - , 

Coryse turned towards her and replied with an indif- 
ference which was almost impertinent. 

"By and by, when I have wished Madame de Jarvillc,” 
The Marquise shot towards her daughter a furious glance, 
while M. d’Aubiercs rested on the child bis kind blue eves, 
all filled with admiration and contentment. 

lie, too, loathed the wife of his colleague of the hussars, 
and was delighted at the lack of earnestness so deliberately 
displayed by Chiffon. 



Tlnit lean woman, who had, so it wan said, beaks at hci 
elbows and a sawblade in her bark, ami who was as talkative 
•is a magpie, slandered every pretty woman and mocked at 
the ugly or poor women really horrilied him. M. 
(I'Aubieres, too frank to dissimulate altogether this aversion, 
never did more towards her than was strictly prescribed by 

politeness, . ' 

At the beginning, Madame do Bassigny, being eager to 
attract to her house this good-looking bachelor heaVer^ of 
a great name, showed infinite kindness towards him. She 
was endeavouring above all to have the most elegant and 
best frequented drawing room in Pont-sur-Sarthe, and at 
once perceived that the attendance ol the Due d’Aubieres 
was indispensable to the establishment of its supremacy. 
A duke is a personage: in any circle, hut in a province he 
becomes a great personage. 

When the Due (I’Aubieres first made his appearance, it 
vj-is thought that his title dated from the Empire, and 
people looked curiously at him. lint when it became 
known that old Monsieur de Blamonl had ascertained that 
the title was anterior to the revision of 1667 the curiosity 
turned to admiration. Besides, the duke with his small 
fortune kept himself well, he owned line horses which he 
rode well, a phaeton in fine condition, a small house only 
for himself, full, so it was rumoured, of pretty nicknacks, 
in the new quarter near the station, and so he had become 
the aim of every mother, widow and demi-mondaine of 
Pont-sur-Sarlhc. 

But notwithstanding all the attentions with which Colonel 
and Madame Bassigny overwhelmed him, he was formal 
and reserved, content with being polite but nothing more. 

Luckier than her friend, Madame tic Bray, had the joy 
of exhibiting the Due d’Auhieres In her drawing room. He 
was much attached to her brother-in-law, Mare, who intro- 
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duced him, not fearing, this time, (lint she might recc j Vi 
with her usual disdain such a brilliant comrade. 

And while all the prettiest women— including Madame ( | ( 
Bray, who though in her declining years was still attrac- 
tive — were competing in courting him, the duke hail eve' 
for none except the slender, strong backed, dreamy \L 
who affectionately laughed with hint, heedless of smart votin' 
men who decorated her mother’s hall, lie guessed ’ 8 „,J 
thing of the miseries that troubled Chiffon's life, and UmA 
Mare told him the rest. Unconsciously, and gradually 
at the age of forty-three, lie fell deeply in love will, t 
fifteen-year old child. c 

When M. d’Auhieres discovered what was going on in his 
heart he thought: ”| must be mad I” 

Then, through dreaming of this marriage which at fin. 

l,c !,sk a ii " 1 * 

1 o-night the poor fellow wus full nf i , . , 

*> «•* ciiift'oir, cyv, rn 

imptcasion made by his proposal. 

entirely devoid of interest M (Vau! • nhKen, " m " ul<J d look, 
see her occupied wi l som. u i Al,h , ,erc8 fcl ' ‘"'“"ml «< 
to the wretched Lr Vm,ehody * conceived a dWikt 

Abruptly a beautiful and tall <it r l c, > ■ > 

oousin of the Avesnes, exclaimed: ’ Uttw * w tle 

toon?” ° n> Wll> <lul you not attend the course this after- 
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“What!” asked the astounded Madame do Hray, “you 
did not U> y«> 111 ' course? 

• Coryse, her face Hushed, had left young Harlleur in the 
lurch, and, advancing towards her mother said: 

“Xo, I dill not go lo the course, I stayed in t lie 

garden — ” 

Turning towards M. de limy, an entreaty in her eyes: 

“The weather was so line !” 

“And where did you go?” 

After addressing her with the familiar "tu” (thou) she 
had shifted to the more formal "vous” (you). 

Until her daughter reached the age of five, she used lo 
say "you” to her, and the child did the same to her. The 
mother did not admit that it could he otherwise, because, 
she affirmed, llui "thouing” between parents and children 
dated from the Revolution. It was an ignoble habit which 
levelled all classes etc. . . . Then, one day, returning from 
one of her journeys, she had declared that "thou” was 
more affectionate, that alone it denoted intimacy, con- 
fidence; that now all .the ladies of the Faubourg Saint- 
Germain “i honed” their children and made them "thou” 
them, and so suddenly, she commanded Coryse to say "tu” 
to her in rite future. The poor little one would rather 
have used a still more formal expression than "vous” and 
found it hard to use an appellation so far from her heart 
and lips. Madame de Hray also often made a slip. When 
■carried away by an argument she shouted “vous” to 
Chiffon as in the past. Coryse replied : 

"I have just told you, 1 was playing truant,” 

: "Idling?” 

"No--” 

"What did you do?” 

"I was admiring the flowers — ” 

"Just what I said !” 
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And, with importance, as though she needed to kee 
herself posted to watch the development of her daughter 
studies and make tier pick up the lost lime : 

“VVliat were they teaching to-day?” 

“At the class?” asked the girl, trying an inslant lo vend 
icet it, “we were on die subject of reproduction,” 

In the midst of a surprised silence she worn on : 

“The reproduction of plumei ogammis plants.” 

Uncle Mare slimmed his slioulders, whispering softly: 

“Chiffon did right in studying by herself the flowers in 
the garden — at least there was no disadvantage in ii." 

As for the Marquise who knew absolutely nothing shorn 
plants, whether phanerogamous or others, and therefore 
had not understood what was said, she asked in a doctoral 
and patronising tone ; 

“You heard, Corysc?” 

Cory.se did not answer. Genevieve resumed, speakint 
to her : 

“And why, Mademoiselle, do you love Kaciuc s« 
much?” 

“I don’t know—” said Cmyse, uninterested also. 

Then, after thinking an instant, she declared: 

“Perhaps it is because they wanted lo make me fond < 
Corneille.” 

Mare de iiray laughed. His sister-in-law, furious, tunic 
against him : 

One could think that you are trying to make her stil 
m ° rc \ ri «icul°U8 and nnbearahle than she is already." 

( Me?” said Mare, stunned. 

“Yes, you I who laugh at all her absurdities ami thini 
it funny 1 



She was about: l:o continue, raising her voice to a highe 
ntch in the silence. Very annoyed at being thus peckc. 
it, Chiffon, her eyes shining and nose in the air as o: 
lattle days, proposed : 

“Suppose we resume our conversation as before, insteal 
of being so concerned with me?” 

One of the hall doors giving access to the garden, wai 
open, Without awaiting the outcome of her suggestion 
she went out and down the few steps, to where Gribouille 
her best friend, an enormous short and squat bulldog, wat 
waiting for her. Me was a good-natured dog with ; 
ferocious appearance. 

The night was clear hut moonless, one of those niglitf 
full of moisture and perfume such as Coryse loved. 
Followed by Gribouille she went to the end of the garden. 
The intense odour <if the petunias attracted her. When 
near the (lower bed, which made a wan patch on the dark 
lawn, she bent over it, her nostrils distended, with a wild 
desiro to roll over the fragrant (lowers, the better to breathe 
their perfume. Hut she thought, “I would hurl: them !” 

For Chiffon, convinced that flowers can feel and suffer, 
touched (hem always with infinite care. 

J I lie sound of footsteps in the alley set. Gribouille grunting, 
uul at once she understood that M. d’Auhieres was coining 
orward in the darkness. He asked, vaguely discerning the 
ighlcr spot made by Chiffon : 

Is that you, mademoiselle Coryse?” 

“Yes, monsieur.” 

In an uncertain voice he went on : 

“Will you allow me to talk with you a while?” 
“Certainly—’* 

“Is it --have they told you that. . . . 

She pitied him in his embarrassment, 

Yes, I know you have asked to marry me.” 


31 



He whispered, his throat contracted : 

"Well I” 

"Well ! As you imagine, I was not expecting it , .„ 
sure, l am rather surprised, even very much surprised 
you want me to tell the truth.'’ 

"Why? Had you not guessed that 1 have loved yon 
long time?” 

She frankly replied : 

"Oil I no I Really not.” 

“Yet it is true ! i have loved you since I met you.” 

“That’s rather too much! I am sure that the first tim 
you saw me I cannot have made a pleasant impression o, 
you. Oh! No I” 

“The first time I” 


“Yes, at dinner,— that evening when I sal 
What a nimeompoop you must have thought 

true that you had so badly bored me with 

and papers— and all the rest.” 

Rut,” stammered the poor man, speechless 

know what to talk to you about -and I ” 

“Be sure I am thankful that you did not 
military service — as you might have I 

. M° w you mock at me! Do you find me 
tiresome?” 


near yoi 
me I It 

>’<mr hum 
“I did no 
talk abou 
ndiculouslj 


She promptly protested : 


“Oh I no ! not at all I That, never ! 
very much, I feel very glad when I see 
Joyfully he asked : 


am! even, l like yo 
you ” 


“But, then—” 


When I see you, casually, but if it bad to be always-’ 1 
Then you do not want me?” 5 

Jo tins question Chiffon was Inclined to reply neitlv 
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much anxiety in the poor strangled voice that was ques- 
tioning her, so much entreaty in the tall figure bent, over her, 
that site failed to gather up enough courage to cause 
grievous pain to this friend who seemed to love her so 
dearly. In a kind tone she replied : 

"No, I am not saying so, yet ! I feel highly flattered, 
very grateful for your affection. But i am such a young 
girl ! I have given so little thought to serious matters ! 
Please allow me to think over it, will you? Do not ask 
me to say yes or no at once- as then, I would say ’no.” 

“I shall await your decision, hut do allow me to plead 
my cause?'’ 

Seeing that: Ooryse was turning hack towards the house, 
lie made her turn hack again hy taking her arm, gently. 

“I beg of you to allow me still a few minutes, it is your 
mother who suggested me to meet vou here.” 

"Ah! I thought so!” 

And inwardly she added : 

“She cannot leave me in peace!” 

With his fine deep voice and greatly moved, M. d’Auhieres 
went on : 

I seem to you to be old, but I offer you a very young 
heart- -a heart that f never gave to anybody.” 

Oh! said dory sc, scared, “yon did not reach your 
age without ever loving some one, surely?" 

He answered gravely : 

“Loved, what i mean hy Moved,’ never I” 

“And what do you moan hy love?” 

“ I mean : to give all my heart and all my life.” 

“But, is not that what one always mean by love?” 

Always, well no-” that depends — ” lie stammered in 

his embarrassment. 

“Listen,”— curtly retorted Chiffon may as well tell 
you -that" I do not believe you ! No, not in the least!” 
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“You do not believe me? Why?” 

“Ah 1 That is rather difficult to relate. Well, one day 
in the spring, I was out riding with Unde Mare, i t 
Crisville forest-— and I saw you at a distance, with a lady, 
I recognized you at once, there is no man so tall as yon m 
Pont-sur-Sarthe. You were walking, and a carriage was 
following you, one of those ridiculous small hackney 
carriages from the place du Palais stand. The lady -it 
was one of those ladies whom one never mentions except 
my mother and Madame de Bassigny who call them 
'domiciles’ (wench)— and step aside in (he street to 
avoid grazing against them. One would think that would 
scold them. I heg your pardon for telling you all that 
about one whom you love — ” 

“Me?” protested the duke. 

“Or one you loved, at least--” 

Imperturbably, Chiffon continued : 


“Then, I told Uncle Mare: ‘Look! M. d’Aubieres 
with the lady whom one must never mention’-— Oh ! I 
forgot to tell you,— Paid de Lussy, Oenevieve’s brother, the 
one who is studying for the law, you know him he' had 
also done some stupid things on account of that lady and 
his people wanted him to enlist. Then Ceorgctle Ou’ibray 
your general’s daughter, had shown her to Genevieve/ 
saying: ‘You see, it’s on account of her that vour brother 
did all that nonsense.’ Genevieve had shown ' her to me 
jo, and at breakfast J asked daddy some explanalioiis—oh I 
‘ , I What a commotion ! 1 can still see ,(. My mother 
,iad arisen she was abusing me with her napkin, calling me 
disgraceful girl ! I was blue over it, | could not under- 

stand what had happened. And then, after breakfast, daddy 
ook me to the smoking room and said I must never refer to 

that c^ccjal y m my mother’s presence, and that moreover 

one should ignore the fast women, who constitute a separate 
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society Anil in tlic evening it nil stnrlcil nguln iviicii 1 was 
Son to bed. l)o.li it I That was one ol the roost Heontt- 
M wrloomd. I can renicrol.cr ! lint oil lint only wear,® 


“No. 1 would only like U> explain. . • 

“Waif till I have finished. Then I told Uncle Mare; 
‘There is M. d’Aubicrcs with the nol-to-he mentioned 
lady.* And he replied •: 'You don't know what you are 
talking about ! You are short-sighted like a mole, and 
you cannot distinguish anything properly at such distance— 
Then 1 suggested trotting out there to see -hut he would 
not let me, and at the first footpath we meet— Crack 1 lie 
pushes me into it so that i may no longer see the road, ■ * 
and that was all for that time.” 


“I am going to— 

“It’s not finished ! A month later I was out with 
Joan — and I saw you once more with the same lady and 
nearly at the same place. Ah ! I thought; this time, as I 
am not like my mother or Madame de Hassigny and am 
not afraid to scald myself, I am going to watch them at 
close range, — and I trotted oft. ‘Mnmzelle Cory so, said 
Jean, ‘the road is getting very slippery,— the horses will 
surely bite the ground ! I feel it would he better to turn 
hack home.’ I did not listen to him, hut at that moment 
you were climbing hack into the ridiculous cab and speed* 
ing down the road to C'risvillc. I said to Jean ; I want 
to see where, they arc going/ And he replied : I hat, 
mademoiselle, is one of those things one must not do 1 


“And then?” , -• 

“Then I lost sight of you at a crossing, hut I picked you 
up again all the same at the inn at Crisville. Your cab 
horse was eating oats, and you were standing at a window 
on the first floor — with the domicile. I hen I thought 


“You thought?” 
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“Since M. d’Aubicrcs liitics in forests and inns with « 
woman alongside with whom he cannot show himself, it 
must he that he must absolutely sec her all the same, lie 
must be in love with her, just as Paul tie I, ussy loved 
her, —a tit I even more ! Otherwise he, a colonel, a serious 
and aged man would not risk 
And as the duke made a movement : 

“Yes, in comparison with Paul who is twniiy-iwo you 
are old, are you not? Well, to do what, in Paul’s case 
arp called stupid tilings, you must 
“One /Jets terribly bored at Ponl-sm -Karlhc, anti may 
search for distractions. I cannot explain to you what ytm 
must not understand, hut I can assert that, whatever you 
may have seen or heard of my stupid existence, i am 
worthy of loving you and of being your husband. Never, 
since the day I made your aciinaintanee, have I ever thought 
of giving my heart or my name to anybody, and I offer 
you, notwithstanding my 'great age,’ a love very young iin( | 
very pure.” 


Squeezing the little arm that he had kept under his, he 
asked softly : 

“Let me have a hope, I beg of you- “ 

u “ l f \ am nwl s «>'ing ‘>’es’ at once,” said Coryse frankly, 
it is because I shall only marry a man whom I will h c 
loving, or that I feel I can love more than the others. So 
far I have only truly loved uncle and aunt dc l.aunav. 
daddy, Uncle Marc, old Jean, my nurse, (irihonille and nlv 
flowers. [ want to love my husband, if not with the love 
«tm ignorant of, at least very tenderly, verv snrelv." 

n^ni * -T Iwd B . topped ' 1 lc * ,ook l!'*‘ ‘ hild’s 

nd pressing them against his lip K : 
up ,«* hou| d he so horribly unhappy if | had to give you 



, /1,-iwinU her lo himself, mu! she was not resisting 
JliTSfta wnHln* voice, l.y all I «.*.«- 'vlitcl, 

*!$£ " to willed "my lltrt. ‘MB— , 

JL tto ^Mn some day, .Ufa mm. -ha loved 

"cr so mecli and ueio |op»t»r»y ill umtoct 

r> H «-?? 

xjnz km sss 

The l!irl'diaom!i.*id lie, -self violently, al.oi.al - i 'O'-™- 
The duke, having recovered his senses, whispcrc , 
and grieved over what lie had done 

"Voi-givo me, 1 love you so much ! 

She answered simply, already recovered from a Un,ht 
which, in her innocence, she could not explain . 

“I also must ask your forgiveness-hut, you see, 1 eanm 

hear being kissed.” 


IV 


■MI wk yin. seen Ohilt'on this morning?” enquired M. do 
Bray of the Marquise as she came shortly before breakfast, 
to the library where he was talking, with her brother. 

o’clock In the Roc do. Iteocdicto,” 
said Uncle Marc. “She was speeding along, followed by 
old Jean. 11 



■ The Marquise, already angry, exrlaimeii : 

“VVhiii ! on i already without permission?” 

“Probably she was >l<»in»i to diinvli for mass?” suggcstc 
M. de Pray, In appease her. 

‘‘To (lie mass? She never fines (here ! K XO ept „ 
Sundays.'’ 

Mare, rlandinn by llic window, announced : 

‘‘She is coming bark, she is in ihe yard with l.nee ” 
fatee was the Paiomto do (livry, eousin german in M 
<1c Pray. She entered the library, followed | n Chilton win 
was marching in looking enlirelv imeoiieerued. 

. even wishing ihe young lady, ihe Marquise, ll.reateir 
injlly, asked m that sharp spueaky voiee whieb always made 
C-oryse s eyes half-elose : 1 

“Where have yon boon? 

“Id Saint-Mareion.” 

Mlmv is dial? Yon who never go lo a mass ?" 
^Likewise, 1 did noi allcnd mass.’' 

“Then why did yon go there?” 

“To see the Ah he Chalol ” 

“Why?” 

‘‘Peciiiisc T had someth in?’ to loll him.” 

Ah . replied Madame de Pray, uneasily 
his Answer to you? 0 

“before asking whal he answered I should 

first whatl asked him?” M 

fulfilling, she added : 

"fib that would take loo .| 0 nfi|” 

Jjio Marquise spoke to Madame de Cm-rv • 

^oT>‘Z c Tl ™ l " Abl * confessional?" 

“The Ahhe CfrileJ wo,,win » Ro, ‘ u *wliat embarrassed. 
“Indeed ! Sm l ^ ? ntmnr “ 

.possible? You w j 10 . l C fil " pnifc ' (f Mhi'MIiTh. “Ik that 
xou, who would not move your finger without 


“Wiiai was 
pot luips sny 



• t. i. ,r, i'cc i w in you should move it • 

■«« *” ! f ’ *"£, tw0 mUCh * Ue " 

1 «d >•«.« M. honr mt 

■Luce de Oivry, l«», 'J 1 1 U! '. / rcnown in Pont- 

dark, aiu i tiresome pi ci >- SIi i 

siir-Surllic lor he m o'-,' , hl . „ mt interloral 

«« tolerant lx.wcvoi . Ui.it 'o l< ► > „ r ltU „„i ,|o, 

or even took mlci c,. t n * , ^ n c j m i ntlher 

those who did not llnok or iHolrUr work end 

active, Site was at the ' M are tie Hnty 

eniertaiitiittl Iter lr tends, who, ‘ « •> *" i in( t,, l ,il uric, and 
used It. say. repaid Iter » l ^ ^ sllc wm 

yet site passionately loved «"l' Z di.pit.wd ihmttdlt 
unpleasant or itiiintellikin , ontirc lack of 

certain stnpttl nolioii, and, al.ll " " , , hcr vory 

^ •» «* 

naive goodness. Uncle Marc, 

•‘Say a ftnin what you just told ricnc, astcui 

pretending to he ama/cd. 

Obediently Madame tie C*ivry repeatu 
“I do not confess to him any longer. 

“5 M no,‘ ? tall out— hut ho would no, allow me any 

Hi 

8h “What did it do to him, y?ur ball," mW Mare "why 

8,1 "Oh 1 quickly 0 protested ' LiicC, "do not, blame him, poor 
Abbe ! The hSlH. mine. U is I who went, the evening 



before the tiny of the bull, to ask his permission to a iv 
it 

“And then?” 

mcwllirr d,ikl ' m * * 

“Me is a man with great sense.” 

I insisted, but he would not hear anything. || t . s ..j.i 

Do not ? mc “» »•«. « Priest, to ask permission ,<> 'a 
tm entertainment that the Church disapproves I 
encourage you in this direction.’ ” 01 

„ «?\7 t |i my . luislli,ntI llcn, ti tills that we give this ball ' 

Well, give your ball and then yon will route to tell 

hat you gave it, -and we will arrange '| J:i 
have the ball without your permission.' 'Trnlv ehild' 
you place me in a ridiculous position !’ ” d 

“Me was right poor man !” said Mare de lirav laughingly 



* 

Pi ojudicod r 1 Him ! never I Wut m.iif.. * . . 

tooncou.,,0 .1, c rJzti, 

Then, turning to Madame de CJivry : 
that. Very 0 often 0 you " 0 '''I ' 1 * 1 / [f kl ,in,| ei’Htaml in all 

• h °s7£iS:— 

“Then-” 

haa n °Hxinit (o do will, ||__, | v m ' i q> '“ 1 Uuld. this 

more exposed to sinnimt it, ;l p ;lcc wl, «'e one it 

“Ah I” s S n\S * lhfl . n 1,1 m «»y “liters . 1 ” 
saict Chiffon, pensively. 

10 



ti o 


tntc in a w,, y* 1 ‘ . . complicity! When on the 

b! ,,» a re ‘ l ’""“ b „n 'i authorise you in full security 

10 6 ‘ 'ill he lor any one else an occasion to 

*.* «Z 'ly ;!!ink I ' hlyr’pcocceW Miulame He 

S,^::;;n::,e^,:r:,rcZ '^rz 

jive the hall, hecanse AM* Chalet hail refused me h„ 

l> ' ! '"l''lie'y nu'SI have made hinny faces I" asked Cnryse, who 

" "You*hol I mollier said 1 had been a fool lo lofei to 
'the Abbe As for Hubert, he was furious ! lie bhoutec 
lo ,„e: 'Well, let il he sol We will not 4 .»e Hm ha , 
but since, now Ihnt wo are no kinder in | ‘ VJC 

going to receive courtesies without rctutninfi tl cn , 
thalUo nowhere, you hear me I Absolutely nowhere I h 
wh*it about your” I was in despair, and then, God pit ui 
* all Insiiired in me Ihc idea of eoosultind dood bather 

R it Aon ” 

"Ah !” saiii Ooryse, with a grimace i 

“And Father Ragon was charming. He told me, when 

mentioned Abbe Chatel’s prohibition nmhihition?” 

"So,” exclaimed Chiffon, “it has become a prohibition t 

“When I explained to him the object o jny vmt £ 
replied : ‘What does the Gospel say, my child i* the 
owes obedience to her husband. Your husband wan s you 
to Aive a ball-well, give a ball, -God will want you to. 
Coryse protested : 
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“What an idea, that: to mix (1ml with all that ! | s j t 
not ridiculous to burden Him will: such things ! 

“'I was awfully pleased,” resumed Madame de (livry, and 
related to him that 1 had confessed l<> bather Kagon, and 
that I had the permission. He asked me: ‘'Then, my 
child, you are satisfied with bather Ungoiif’ Well, 1 did 
not dare to show myself enraptured of him, or even to say 
all the good f thought of him, I was afiaid it would luiri 
Abbe Ghatcl, so I merely replied 'yes’ as l did not waul u> 
lie. Then he entreated mo: ‘Well, go buck to him I 
Yes, that will delight me -as I have never known anyone 
who was such a hoi her at confession!’ lie said ‘bother,’ 
can you believe it?” 

“He learnt that from me!” exclaimed Coivse with:, 
laugh. “That poor Abbe so good . , . and so funny !’’ 

“You know, Luce.” remarked Mare de Bray, "you will 
be well advised not to tell Ibis story 

“Why?” asked ingenuously Madame tie (livry. 

“Because it would make you appear ridiculous and lire 
Abbe too.” He added this thinking that the fear of harm- 
ing her old confessor would more surely close her month 
than the fear of harming herself. 

The Marquise exclaimed: 

“Abbe (Jliatel is of the common people ! | lc cannot 

understand anything! He has no delicacy, no sentiment or 
knowledge of worldly affairs. Naturally, lie is the man 
Coryse picked for her confessor!" 

“He is not my confessor,” retorted Chiffon, "at least lie 
is no longer—” 

“Since when, pray?” 

Since three or four years, since nobody looks after me 

ou t fc ^ onc Juuv since my first cmmmminn-” 
All said Madame de Bray, speechless at seeing herself 
so ignorant of her daughter’s going and comings. “Anti 
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vc , ym, arc conlimially a! I.i* Wlli " ,l " 

. tf |>.« is not vour confessor r , t . 

''■‘He is mv confidant. i like him very much and I believe 
,,i„ Lie and slraifllillnrwaid, I relate l<> lent all .»> 

[ think 1 mi jib l l<> tell lum. 

11 ‘‘Then,” quench the vexed Marquise, "to who ho you 
confess now-a-daysf” 

“To nobody ” . 

a n .| , IK he,- mother was mnkinjl a movement 

•«0r' to everybody, whichever you like. Sometimes 1 M» 
io one another lime to another, at Saint Marc.cn the 
T'ltheilnl the (Miapellc-neuve, Nolre-Dame-ihi-Lys I M> 

“d'LtdtctrariaU "h* arc urany I j ™" - ^ 

* times a year. It may *> ■»> «> <•» ». '."".V 
the rou ml is finished T will begin it all aj-am. 

“This 'dr l is mail ! Absolutely mad !” said the Marquise, 
JaLricvLl air. "She *,« rWI;. and loir, m.lcad ol 

choosing an intelligent preceptor mt |» 

“A preceptor ! Well that’s just what I don I want 
tersely declared Chiffon. "I do whatever I believe I ouAht 
to do but I do it as T understand it. It is prescribed to 
confess, but it has not been ordered that one must .m tin It 
to his life, to accustom to one’s daily -though s am • ■ 

somebody who knows you and meets you outside the 
church I Ail I that is obnoxious to me, -those oxleiiqt . 
divine relations all mixed up. as a salad, I find it all 

grotesque and repulsive.” cri 

“That’s absurd,” said the Marquise. Then, ‘f so. onc 
should not even consult a doctor, m fear of meeting hit 
outside of his visits — ” 

“That is irrelevant—” . . ' ™ . • n th . 

“On the contrary it Is the same thing. To > the one the . 

souik is shown, to the other the body, w t c i 1 j 

“Well, the fact is, that if I had got to show one or the 



o'hor 1 would more willingly my body ,| Km mv 

Shut up J exdnimed Madame do Kray t Win* •„ ' 

!"* ,ur :mn «»" »> «>"c of those Hesiures’.hni slie .!‘r 
m dnniiw nnd pnrlinnnr.y loved. “Shu. „p - v , 
horrible creature, ;1 tfiH without pudioitv f” ’ 11 

Unmoved, Cory so replied : 

"Or, rather, I understand differently p m | i „ 
! 1y cnn never make up my mind to ti.se || K . ' 

- «ej 

Keep (|uict ! I adjure you to stop |” 

1 :;r 

swerved against him. In ' l,m s h 

-• ‘Really, ( advise you to laugh ! It soils von « V( ji i v 

w!m are partly responsible for Convnide’s t ‘ ' 

behaviour!” ■*’ " ,l s tune ;n 

And as, in accordance wiili Ids ii ildi \ i i ,, 
not say a word in rep.y, the Manpti. fisher J 

account Of y <'m ' ^ h a r M 1 ° c ■! ! th t' 1° " ''V" KMy 1,0 1 ,f is » 
I well were tl„„ , h i. lm 'j™ 1 !]"* « 

MaCTSivIrh^ 

anticipated. 1 k w LI1 '° * ,c, ore the scene sin 

**£ "7" 1 ' < ... whom, |. 

0 P°nly, s| ie Sof)(y ,, d(|e(| , UJ ' sllu ‘ ,ld not dare to addre. 

I who^spoke^jfThe'Xd'e Chot^t '* J 1 "' 0 ^ ^ 

all the rest.” ■ ■ AWhj ( ' hil,cl - "nd then, it brought 

mother, “ f h c 'r a ! w!,y ^ com^K Ct ’ ( l,iA °"’ l,,oki «U» a* he 
H U,,ntl ’< y ° 11 «re noi needed for it," 
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«u\olU,| 1 y,,,, r 

wiit.1 » *or.i, cum.... ••-•'■i' 

“Well, what reply lll,lhl y • * , .l .niliu-r 

“Nonc» I "'ill reply u, hi... niywll. 




It * 


> n But I :im y*uir mhhIum , juhI \ k\w 

: ^arri;; »„ 

I an. Horry f,.r !..» I Ilk. W". vl->y »«» • 

; “Bui il in nintliuiwi ! never "ill V ml urt*'" 1 " 1 ■ _ . 

"I repeal In you I lint il *<>iild v, 'J y ". 1 * ' , i 
yes, reliiclanlly. I In, ve , Inly llinuiUn over n. 
absolutely determined 


jrury ho was ntlvimnA mu to wart turther, 
decision, until the moment wlutn l rointoi without 

For a while the Maritime had been 
listening to her daughter. Suddenly, b> <>nc o . . |C flru j 

turns that were usual with her, she made terse 

“Corysandc ! my darUnrt daughter l I . io y 

you in the world ! You are my only lo\t 
I have never lived except lor you 
However used nlie was U> her t 
always felt vaguely surprised in 

Impudence which, in spile ot hersim. -vtTifilistonin^ .he^ 1*0? 
was listening,- her mouth open, h > - . ' g^ e bent her 
trembling preceding an outburst o* at ‘ t be face of the 

head, afraid to burst out if she ^lanc-ect at t 



Marquis or the mocking look on l.'nclc Mare’s, and gar 
no reply. 

The Marquise went on : 

“You have always been deeply ungrateful, I know, ami 
will not try to improve you. Therefore I enniioi hope dn 
you may do anything; for me or anyone else, but it j s j, 
view of your own interests that I he.: you i n think again 
and not lightly come to any deeision,” 

“I am not taking it lightly at all," gravely replied <‘h)|t () ; 

“You tire taking it without nousultiiii; anybody.” 

"I did, anil all those I consulted replied that I, in su( . 
case, should take nobody's advice hut my own.” 

The Marquise joined her hands ami, tragically : 

"For the last time I entreat you to wail before rcplyity 
and to ask enlightened people Failier de Kagon f 0 " 
instance I” 


“Crash ! Here we tire !’’ said Cotysc, partly laughing as 
partly angry. “Do you think he wiU lind a ,uhi| ( . 
tion, — like that: of I men's hall?’’ 

“Do you want me to kneel before yon?” 

“No, thank you, I don't want it ! Nothing so absurd, 
will see Father de Ragoit whenever yon like ! What do 
care? Only it was easier to him to pass off the affair o 
Luec with Cod than that of me with M. d'Aubieres I” 

todny 0 ™'* 0 mc 11,111 y< ”‘ ' viM 10 ' lv |,:, lher de Kagm 
“I promise.” 


, y«H "’ill listen to Ins advice’' 1 ’ 

.i.a.’m,' lit;,: ■*> - < 

'Vhat dld you tell him ycidcrdnv?” 

Yell whom?” 

‘‘M. d’Aubieres?” 

" l UM him ,llC lll '» I lik’i* him very eh, but not 
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enough to many him, But tlmt 1 will think over his 

proposal.” 

“And him?” 

1 “What do you mean him?” , 

“Wluit did he tell you?” 

, "{j C) he kissed me and it was very unpleasant !” 

"That’s because it was the first time, it made you feel 
shy.” 

"I? mi , it did not make me feel shy at all. It upset me 
terribly, that’s all, and the proof that I did not riel shy is 
that I told Him the etVeel he produced on me, so—" 

“Poor Auhieres!” whispered Uncle Mare with a laugh. 

A servant announced : 

“Madame la Mannose is served," which meant : “break- 

fast is ready.” 

Directly after dinner, while Coryse was serving the coffee, 
Madame de Bray left the library furtively. 

“Ah I” said Coryse, nolieinri this flight, ‘‘she is going to 
school him ! It’s a waste of time To begin, I have a 
horror of Father de Ragon, with his cunning look and his 
stretched smile like those of an old coquette who wants to 
hide her false tooth- ” 

Gentle as ever, the Marquis advised : 

“You must not dislike people without even knowing 
why-" 

“But I do know why." 

"Ah ! And the reason is " 

“That I do not esteem him." 

Uncle Mare and the Marquis laughed. The way Chiffon 
declared that she “did esteem” that very intelligent and 
powerful man, who guided all the women and most of the 
men of Poni-sur-Sai’tlie, seemed to them surprisingly 
comical. 

The girl blushed. 



“You are laughing at me? i can nee it. 'Kstcem' is rid 
citJous, old-fashioned ! It’s common ! All die same, 1 kno 
no other word to express what I loci.” 

M. de Bray protested : 

“No, my little Chi If on, nobody is making fun of y 0 , 
And now that we are by ourselves, tell ns what the Abli 
Chatcl told you." 

“It’s rather I who told him something. “ 

“What?” 

“Yesterday evening’s affair." 

“The marriage proposal?" 

“No. M. d’Auhieres’ kiss,” 

“Ah ! All right. I did not know you called that 'ib 
affair* I” 

“Of course 1 That was important for me, because at Hit 
moment M. d’Auhieres did il I was nearly leaning lownnli 
‘yes.’ A little more and il was done ! But it made every, 
thing crash down," 

“Why?” 

“Because it felt horrible, I tell you! And as 1 imagin 
that a wife must allow her husband such advances when eve 
lie wishes— I cannot makeup my mind with that in pursuer 
five. I cannot !” 

‘‘You told that to the Alibe?" asked Mare, highly amused 

Certainly.” 

“And how did you put it?" 

“I told him: ‘Monsieur I’ahhe. M. d’Auhicres asked to 
marry me, etc. At home they expected me in say : yes.’ " 

Allow me,” quickly interrupted M, de Brnv. "| never 
vanted you to— M 


"He understood ail right that it was not vou ! When I 

rL t . h t° .! tw,WB , vcry wdl ,o wl " ,m ] 

replied^ • "‘M T ."T, !’ U ‘k •'■ul ho 

y deai little friend, since your parents dcsiro 
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S yo.^mJh titan I 

V»» f mlUI re !! ly ' r 1 ,,”iw' • '»«. nmhmbtctlly' ami my 

heart nearly said yes. " L J- ^ explain as host l could 
kissed me under the kx , J 1 , , cut mo 

»* f 'TLr no' W y tin ym, lamth. Unaln MaroV 

laics are t— f P«" ^ 

i. not at all I'" "> ll«»“" !" “'^tathall And I »«• 
“n u i on the contrary, he is tnuc 10 

keen on ex, Uni,. in.! t« Inn. Mm ««"*. Plmnomcnon tint 
occurred in me at l lint lone. 

''Yes' rmlutimThm " TJ“" experienced anythin,, like 
it- nttt evcn'on .New Year's Day when 1 «n ^ •» >« 

"SXtSXtt STt ANm Cinnei tint, ym, ki^ 
some disgusting people on New /Voais Day 

■‘“«b!u bcMUB^thnOi true! Madame de ahnrville, , to begin 
with who nlwtiyB klsscB me through her wet veil . <■ 
h W o to! 1)0 you think he is appctis.ng, cousin la 
Baluo? He htiB no wet veil but he dribble. on you wto 
is as bad. Well, I. think I still prefer that to M. d Aubio. es 

last evening — ” t 

•'Nm Sl^wSrit von ‘W”' 1 ! 7 tf i0 Si„c°; ,0° 

iiatlly miataken, that's all I 1 am not leolmiS inclined to, 

be sure of it.” 

Suddenly she asked : 

“What time is it?” 

"Two o’clock.” 


M.c. 4 



“What! Already? I must lie oh, since I promised i ( 
call on Father de Uagon !’’ 

“You have plenty of lime, 1 believe he only goes to Iii s 
confessional at four o’clock.” 

“But I am not going lo his confessional ! I will see liini 
in his parlour. At his confessional it would lake loo lung 
to wait.” 

She slipped mil of I he library, and ihey heard her clear 
voice calling old Jean. 

Now serious, Uncle Mare asserted : 

“Whether our (JhilVon marries Auhieres or another, when 
she has gone we shall miss her badly I” 


V 

It was nearly three o’clock when I'hilVon arrived at the 
Jesuits’ house. A storm was threatening which darkened the 
sky and rendered the atmosphere stilling. 

“Stay in the garden if you want lo,” said she to old .lean, 
who was entering the parlour and looking around cautiously, 
"it will be more amusing for you.” 

He answered, hesitatingly : 

“And if it should rain?” 

Well, if it should rain you may come in, but why arc 
you walking in such a way? One would think vou arc 
afraid to fall through a trap door ” 

I am not afraid, but 1. feel rather uneasy here. It 
seems to me that the walls arc listening and it makes me 
shiver, —then, there is also this damned doming ” 

“That’s it I Swear now I It will sound nice in this 
house ! 

"? T Ut 1 n Ct T Upping i~l)mih ! now it’s the carpets!” 

Naturally I If you will try to skate- ” 

Pushing out the old servant who was slipping on the j 



Wiixcil floor, <uul on (lie small carpels laid about in the large 
room, she said with a laugh : , 

“Go ! gel out ! You would end in breaking something ! 

When he had gone, Ghili'on walked up and down the 
•nirlour which she was seeing (or llie Inst. time. Of the new 
! m( J elegant dwelling just built by the Jesuits of J’ont-sur- 
Siirthe she only knew I he chapel where she came against 
her wish, brought here by her mother for smart services. 
Madame de Bray considered that the Jesuits are not only 
useful people to know hut that it is well to he seen in their 
houses. Ml the smart set, including the young people 
too- were eager to allend their services, where the society 
people who possessed line voices used to sing, and the gallery 
„( the Father's chapel had seen many marriages and flirta- 
tions hatched there. 

Coryse, who at first disliked those meetings which wearied 
her, had afterwards taken interest in the petty plots that were 
woven under her eyes. She knew every little rivalry, reli- 
gious or worldly, that existed there. She knew that a cer- 
tain Father, being more in demand, was a cause of vexation 
among (he others, over his success. She knew that certain 
penitents, being elegant and well established, were allowed 
at any lime in those confessionals which were only open 
during regulation hours to other less well-to-do. 

While awaiting Father de flagon,— -the most popular of 
the worldly fathers - who was taking long to conic, Chiffon 
compared this pleasant building which, under an appearance 
of severity, dissimulated real comfort, with the dirty shanty 
in which the cathedral’s cure and his three vicars were 
humbly housed. She was thinking, with her childish com- 
momense, that while the “society” people knew well the 
way to the former place, I lie poor knew, stili much better, 
the way to the latter. It seemed to her that while the large 
sums of money that came here through ljgacies,...4a£fitions t 



arid collections might: never Mel: out of it, iho . 

obtained with such trouble only went through (J* J 
grey house there I L 8 ll! “ 

Chilton had an instinctive dislike for those who |„,, ri i , 
That word “economize” that she heard all around 
uttered with the respect it inspires in rural places .. . 
to her hateful and repulsive, and she thought that i|/!u' 
fine house, just built, they must he economizing a,,..., , 

"V” * down, at the peep-bok, |„ "* 

walls, which reminded her of cashier’s oliiccs i n ‘ i ' V 
And the Jesuits who, now and again, sw i v " tm t 
long room with gliding and short steps ■tpnr.rV, 
thought, more like clerks than religious mo , Ti’hi Sl ’ Ci 

X7" iM "" d 

mlf ' r „ a T V,liI ° Corysc lost patience : 

Well I am v ,,;, f , , 

«>on b, o clock I I |, m . mv *!, *'» 

Silt went near Hie window ami saw, ,, ,| K . | , ' ' . 

Jean asleep on a heneh A i r.,«. . . . I, : < ' 

in his driving seat the old i' ’ U>lm ' y 8l,,ln »* ‘>P a« 

ing down, lili t :• VT r mv *''}'* * 

'! is Hmi*. hi. head hem And ‘! re "j M 1 "'* 

turning tl,i! Sd £ , " R ‘ "cro 

who was sleeping in the viitjior l , <)Wt, . rtlfi llu ‘ " ,(l nw 
Their dumb indignation im n j! i" "! e " :l «>» 

she was not in the least hm-cd ^ ‘ V ,lll! Airl, and 

hSr. 

atpr Zp «•'< ' anil, bear,,, 

you^vl, ether"! ooM^con "'olra’nee'y"!^'." '" Ul ““ 



q oM towards I lie door she added, amiably, but as if 

relieved:. „ 

“Well, if you cannot, i will no. 

Father dc Kagon slopped her with a sign: 

.'«( cannot see you here • ” ... 

‘‘I ask your pardon, it is my mother who 

“Yes, your mother knows that sometime I receive her m 
the parlour hut whal I can do for her, I regret to say, l 

cannot do for von. , 

Asf'oryse was not replying, he went on, sldl m the same 


clear voice : 

“Your mother lold me that you 


wished to consult me 


about a very serious matter? M 

“Oil! I want ! that is to say, she wants me to- ( 
“Well, I shall hear you hy and hy at my confessional-- 
'‘But," protested Chiffon “I did not come to confess I 
“Never mind I my penitents arc already awaiting me, I 

cannot tarry any longer.” . 

Ooryse, llahbergasled. had :i mental glimpse of a lotW 
wait in the new, the terribly new chapel, whore £old 
flashed, grating against the enule green of the decorations 
on the wall borders, that chapel where one’s eye found 
nothing soft and peaceful lo rest on, where, in the midst 
of low whisperings and I he rustlings of skirts, one could 
not eolleel one’s ihoughls, and pray. And the fear of that 
wait suggested her this thought, which would perhaps allow 

her to get free : • , , „ , , 

“Very well, i shall wait in the chapel ! One does not 

get dull there, all those ladies speak so loudly ! 

The Father suddenly appeared to change Ins maul. He 
said, as though he had heard nothing: t 

“Let us see- since you seem to desire it, I could hear 

you here.” 



And, changing his voice lie proceeded in a dull |;u 
“j i( am listening, my daughter- what is ii you wish i () t 
She answered deliberately. 

“Me? nothing at all ! I ihought it was you who I, 
something to tell me?” ' 

Hotter used to defending himself than to attacking it, a, 
de Ragon hesitated an inslanl, then made up his mi, id ' 
Your mother told me that the Due ,1’Auhieres wan u, 

many you, and that you seemed to hear it with shill 

say repugnance?” hluH 

“Oh I You can say it, rather !” 

Nevor had Ihe Jesuit addressed Ohill'on, when she accom 
pnmed Madame de Bray, except with a f, w cam, , 

words of welcome to which she used m ,,.„i 1 l,iu 



accustomed, puzzled him. n,lt 

There was a short silence. 

“Well?” questioned Ooryse. 

* vir ■ 

. iu,i, " ! h ‘ i> - «»■'■ "« >, 

of UlVinlLrai'jj.K*/- 1 '" mkm * ** 

d'AubicTOwloln, t 11 '!?' 1 ’""" 11 1 ■"» vory Uruk-r„l m 

"You like llimV' ' U VW >’ ""' d ' " 

Wltll flj| my )iri.ii>| It. 

'"•■b, « ' ll 1 "T, " ,|l “ ' ,i8il Si "-’’ me 1 Mk ' hKI 

B 1 ,cn 1 ,h uiKlcnland w|, y 
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'■WM! You do no. 

“y C l Ite MaZmc do Jarvillc lor Wonco, « Abho Cludel, 

,h ’'' ) "’ (n ' d0 " Wt ktU>W WlU,t mBrrlafiC 

mC, ‘Surc, I don’t 1 But .HU 1 have some notion of it, one 
nn \\my* picture things lu oneself, is it not so? Well, 
when I many I want to love my husband otherwise than I 
£ M il‘ Aubi ores or the Abbe Chntei -- s<> there you a 
“You are somewhat sentimental, like all ( young git lb 
“Me?” exclaimed Ohiflon, indignantly, there is not a 

“SflitiS,' 1 LTd VllJc Lblcd in spite Of herself, she 

“"din iwlwp* fur (lowers, mul the Ay. »«<1 tho «ver». 
H is true that I love enough to lie on the ground and muso 
te ore !.U that. Well, let us say that I have sentiment for 

things, and even for animals, it you w.ll, but not for 

neonlc? Ah! surelv not! I urn not sentimental! 

Positively stupefied in hearing ait this, bather de a*on 
asked, with a smile of condescending scorn at the corner 
of his well curved and very thin lips ; 

"Who is it who educated you, my child r 

Without appearing to perceive his iro ‘ iy 6hc ^' Ve [ e w 

“Now it is Daddy and Uncle Mare, Before them, it was 

my unde and aunt de Launay. . . . n . < . «j„ 

And as the Jesuit, collecting lus memories, repeated . de 
LnunayV- ” Chiffon added, laughing: , 

"Oh ! Don’t try 1 They don t visit you ! Bhey are no 

„( the sort who do ! They arc old 

'chic 1 ’ Not at all in the swim.— They go to their par si 
church ! But I beg your pardon ! You were saying when 
I interrupted you, that I was sentimental, and it is on this 



account that I interrupted you--" 

“I was tolling you that young -fills ;irc more i „ 
smitten with idciils — ide:ils forced nut hy themselves wlnT 
they never meet.” " '•' ,l 

"I am not smitten with any ideal ” 

"Tlut is a good thing ! for,' then, ym, ean eousider fredv 
and in full possession of yourself the line future Mm l 
opening out before you if you many the Due d'Auhim-sV’- 
Where is il, the line future? I, who could never . 
the idea of marrying a military maul Yes I | 1:iV e a horn 
J° r the ™r 1 ,e »»ri.titry ! I mean the officers of eo 

because the soldiers it is not their fault, poor men I \ i 

how I pity them, on the contrary! And how I lile', 
over it | I cnn*t meet one on a ho. d*. v with', , 1 r "I 
in pT ( f( J *‘ vo i,ini something to drink at home. 
l.itheide Ragon was considering ( 'hill'mi with ■ifl'rijthi .... i 

.ri , “ r " Kr •***"’""* i,is p«-f« 

Yes, I know it! h’ s , „ ' , " ■ 

It is instinctive to me! i h..,i 'V l " m 1 lul l> '• ! 

well that it must he slmrlrin " . p:, 7 0,1 1 mu| ersiaml 

Gh , ate ;- P" ,‘l?“ rc!.“<.n wl.y'you " " «*• 

“The hcOfi^ * qltilH;,v “ f lllnl * - ,ll: fonrlmli'il : 

I -in. noli” ' >0 " "* «* » "I Hi, «... I.l 

•'i)T'~ to li “™ K 

Reflecting would be of no llK0 m, i 
try f o reflect I fall ; , B | 0C11 t. , lo hvAin with, when I 
UP * 0 ,c ,n °,’ u I reflected the 



n , ore | would say : no I So there will be no advamaUc h 

idlcdinS- As for (ollowiilft ymir advice, i[ I may speak It 
you candidly • • • • 

•'Please do " . v 

"Well’. 1 do not see why I should follow your advice. 1 oi 

do not know me you never saw so much of me before, ~ 
everything in me must he displeasing to you-- 
Seeing the Jesuit begin a gesture of protestation : 

“Yes I Yes I I can realize it I I displease you, and you 
have no reason lo lake an interest in me. Whatever yon 
told me, it was because my mother asked you Jo do so. 

“I told it to you because it is my opinion.” _ 

"May he so. Hut confess that it is your opinion because 
my mother explained to you that, without money, 1 can only 
make a poor marriage, while this one is beneficial, bo, 
under the pretext that I am not rich, you advise me to 
marry a man whom 1 will never he able to love, or at 
least not as I want to love the one with whom 1 shall spend 


all my life---” 

"My child, you are mistaken it is because the Due 

tl’Aubieres is a perfectly honourable and well-born man, 
perfectly good also, that I advise you to marry hinv I 
would give you the same advice if you were very rich. 

"Go on I never! In the first place, if I were very rich 
you would instead of goading me to marry d’Aubieres keep 


me in roseive for- ” 

As she stopped, Father de ft agon enquired : 

"I would keep you for whom?” 

"For any ex-student of yours who happened to be poor, 
or who had gambled, •--or anything of this sort. 

"I have noticed how things happen in Ponl-sur-Sarthe since 
I began to see what occurs around me,— -and I rejoice in 
possessing no money ! Oh ! As to that, ^ you know how to 
help your own! You are not ■quitters'! 
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Afraid that she might have gone too far, ('hifTon raised 
her eyes to the Jesuit, i I is refuted and serious face, on t| 1e 
contrary, had softened : 

"Well,” said he, with a kind look, "it seems to m e 
from what I gather, that those who are not ‘emitters’ as 
you call them, find favour with you? You must like tile! 
man who helps others — ” 

"Yes, in the case of tin individual, no, if it is a corpora 
tion.” 

Father de Ragon remained surprised, looking at Ohiffoi 
without a word, 

Since he had lived tit Ponl-sur-Sarlhc, tins sixteen years 
old girl was the first "thinking” person lie had met. 

"Then you read much?” 

"No, not much.” 

"Then you think a great deal over serious mailers*” 

"Sometimes, when riding, yes, it is especial I v when I 

am on horseback that I think, - as I could not fall asleep 
ill thinking, then I reflect, hut it is involuntary.” 

"And,— the outcome of these reflections is that you do 
notMike our order?” 


The fact is,- well, it does not look to me like an order 
not a religious order, I mean. The Dominicans, Mansis,’ 
Capuchins, On.torians, etc,, f call them orders, they mind 
Dod only, they preach, they only do what I understand the 

I*"? >•"" i«M make ,l« 

esston o ■ any oiganisalion. it on arc so hnsy with 

POltlC T R ’ thnt * ■ • • 1 ffti afraid of you! And 

yet, God knows I am not afraid of many things.” 

TT y ° U ’ my f l,ild * ,hat Wl! nn| y wrk for tit? 
welfare of humanity and its salvation ” 

Its welfare, on earth, I am convinced of it. [ (s salvp. 

on? I do not think it intcresls you very much. And 

’ accor(l| ng to your ideas, iuunanity means the worldly 
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people, just like my mofherr thinks,- 1 know lhal 1” 

"I see that you tire definitely prejudiced against us. Y<> 
arc quite wrong, my dear child.” 

“Oh !” politely affirmed ChifTon, "not more against yo 1 
than against the freemasons, for instance,— or the poly 
technicians who follow up their monomania through al 
their dives. I loathe generally all those who collect togethe 
to fall upon the isolated people.” 

'This loathing may carry one far—” 

"Very far! So, when quite small, 1 was going with nij 
maid on some errands, and I heard the small shopkeepert 
of by-sireels complain, almost weep, — while relating lhal 
since the large establishents of the Rue des Benediclins 
and the Place Carnot had been opened, they could do no 

business, when I saw one after the other, old shops closing 

up, when I heard lhal such or such supplier had become 
insolvent, 1 was raging against those enormous shops that 
were smashing all the small ones, — and many times, in the 
evening, when saying my prayers, I cried to God as hard as 
I could, that it would he a great idea if He swept away all 
one night.” 

"Hut that is an abominable thought; !” 

“Quite possibly ! 1 do not dispute it ! I had that 

thought, that’s nil I I was not telling it to uncle Albert 
and aunt Malhilde, as you may imagine! With them it 
would not have passed. Oh! no! I never communicated 
those ideas to anybody then — ” 

“And not now either, I hope?” 

“Oh! Yes! I tell all this to Abbe Chatel, and to Uncle 
Mare—” 

“Ah ! This is true,” said the Jesuit with a stretched out 
smile. “M. le ViconUe de Bray is a socialist or, at: least, 
he presented himself as such al: the last elections?” 

“No”, replied Chiffon sharply, “You are mistaken I M. 
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ll ° l,r ">’ wll <’ I* "-"'II)' a wciali.1 .lie | H ,,r „ , 

£n "• ■*«* 

“And lie failed—” 

It was i lie candidate presented l>v the , . 

hoen elected. Chiffon replied : * h who ^ 

Yes, too much money wtis wanted to secure ;m el,.,.,: ,, 

I hen rising without awaiting the i„vii : ,lion of the | ,*!"• 
who had lost consciousness of oilier thim's whit ‘ 

al * ,lc had known so far, she added •, l ,,i . fr °« 

, *‘B« I cunno, detain you a * 

hurry, remember, and there -m’ .,ii ,t ‘ , 0lt ‘ 1,1 » 

he stamping llieir feet in the’ elmpel ' U '**' wlm " ,,,s| 

-teH-liT.ftr- As,,,;ry “'™ 

: " ul ,vi ": 

la Duchosso.* ” ’ HOun y nu W| H he ‘Madam, 

T hat: will surprise me ,M orwl i i * 

u»ir which undulated down In her hips °"i i ,!,klntf U V' l,M * 
lor the job,” n,ph - 1 have nm |] u . head 

halher Ktirfon asked : 

here alone?”^ fl ’ L l<K ^ c ‘ Snii;l >' ><»" did not n im e 
I have niy°«uree | 1,V,t! ll<>t ,,eCn l,r °" ,!l " "i 1 ,i,( e an Atnerictin! 

< 

looking 

'vdh a laugh ; ‘ U b h, « dock, and whispered 

q|1 wlit!" W,t f,VCl 1 mndo 'hen* all waif. I made (|iem 



VI 


THKY were liiivinft fl-no, SiS 
iho ^" ink rek | |1|u ,|- u | , 1,0 arrive in lime, »nd generally 

, i i herself on the Around of errands, visits, slopped 
CXLI ' , •, ,, oven driving aecitlenla. As soon ns 

i*; down slmcniVlirecI from Cor.se will. in. iislonishiinSly 

""vw'dlf Arc yon satisfied will. Fallier dc Rn*m?" 

« 01l j Very satisfied I” She replied unconcernedly, 

After n moment’s reflect ion she added: . 

“Hut I do not know whether he was satisfied with me. 
“What did you loll him?” asked M. do Bray, vaguely 

uneasy. . , „ 

“Manv things— the conversation turned. ... 

“1 will see him to-morrow morning,” said the Marquise, 
less amiable “and he will tell me what went on. . . 

“Hut,” peacefully remarked Chiffon, “I also can tel it to 
you, — and, first of all, nothing happened. 

"Ah! This is surprising t” 

“And why is it surprising?” 

“Hceause you look embarrassed. J0 „ 

“Never I Why should I look embarrassed. 

“Nor do II I was requested to have a talk with hatliei 
dc R agon, —I called on him, -we chatted, -and there you 

"'“And he had nothing disagreeable to say?” ■ 

“Certainly not, he has good manners, too good rathei .Me 
too, but not too good 1 but still, S uflicientJy,-no I I don 
believe he approved anything I told him, and I am 
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that nothing lie told me convinced me, Inn, opart from 

that, we arc the same as before -” 

“Then,” demanded Madame de Bray, taking advantage o| 
the servant’s exit from the room, “you have not yet decided 
to marry the Due d’Aiihiercs?” 

“I have decided not to marry ’him.” 

And, turning towards Unde Mare : 

“I shall give him my reply this evening, since you say 
he will come?” 

“No,” exclaimed the exasperated Marquise, “you shall m 
give him your reply to-night ! It is madness to refuse iiii 
so without thinking over it ! 

“But I litre thought over it I l have done nothing else 
6incc yesterday. 1 have thought enough to die of it !” 

“You shall wait before giving a definite reply to i tic Dm 
d’Aubiercs — ” 

“Wait for what? No— I will not leave him in doubt any 
longer, it has already lasted long enough-- •” 

. “ l forbid yo« to speak to him to-day !” said the M aniline 
imperiously, as she rose. ’ 

Seeing that, instead of going to (he drawing room, ChiH'on 
was going up the stairs, she asked : 

“Well, where are you going to?” 

“To my room—” 


“You shall stay here.” 

flic girl blushed and tersely replied : 

n 1 !. 1 Sl; ’ y 1 8hnl1 “> M - WAuhiem 

1 8 10U , t .’ te 11,11 tb:,t I a »> ‘inite determined neve 

to marry him, never I 

“You arc mad I” 


“Ymi have l«" Icllinrt me «, for «> already" 

:> the y " l,! 

Ah 1 al1 for th « I” sighed Chiffon, “I badly want to 
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M that weight off my chest 1” 

She went to meet the colonel, unembarrassed. 

•‘Monsieur d’Aubicres, 1 wish to spunk to you. Will you 
come with mo to the garden, like yesterday evening?” 

And stepping down I lie stairs, and smiling, she added in 

a whisper : (i 

"Hut without kissing inc- 
ite followed her obediently, deeply moved, clear-sighted 
notwithstanding his love, and guessing all she had to toll 
■him. Before she began to speak lie asked, in a touching 
voice : 

"It 1b to tell me that you will not? 

"Yes,” stammered Chiffon, deeply sorry to have to cause 
him this grief. “1 have thought very, very much since 
yesterday, —and have understood that 1 cannot marry you. 
Yet I am very fond of you ! 1 like you with all my heart, 

but it is bettor to toll such things, /before and not after, is 
lit not so? 

1 Me gave no reply. She could not see him in the dark, 
but she guessed him to ho so unhappy that she felt very sad. 

"I bog of you,” she entreated, softly placing her hand 
on his arm, “do not grieve so badly over it. I am not 
worth it, to begin with I I am bad-tempered, ignorant, ill- 
mannered, 1 possess ‘all the vices of the Avesnes, says my 
mother 1 And then, I am unfit to be a colonel’s wife 1 
Or to be society lady, in any way, I will never know how 
to talk or to entertain, or show a pleasant face to the 
people l dislike, or convince idiots that l find them witty. 
There is in me nothing of a woman, —I am a young savage, 
only made lo live with flowers or animals-—” 
j Suddenly anxious, she asked, in a different tone: 

‘Talking about animals, whore is Gribouille? I have 
hot seen him since breakfast. Has anybody lost him? 

She ran out, through the lawn, towards the stables. An 
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instant later she relumed, still running, followed b' 
Gribouillc, who was jumping to her shoulders, 

“Excuse me t M said she, panling, “excuse me for leaving 
you sol I am so much afraid about ( Iribnuillc ! All t| 1( 
same I ought not to have, in the middle of a serious con 
versa ti on- -Well, you see, Ihal's just like me !“ 

As the duke was not replying, she asked, her eyes search, 
ing the darkness : 

“Are you no longer lhere?“ 

Me had sal down near the path on a sort of small hillock. 
ChilVou coming near him, understood that lie was crying, 

“What !” said lie* violently stirred, “what ! You ure 
crying !“ 

The thought that this man, who was in her ryes nearly a 
giant, and nearly an old man, could cry. could possihlv 
cry, had never oeruned to her. Stupefied mid cnfircl! 
upset, she sat near him. 

“My God!“ she said, ready to weep also, <f my God I": 

She found nothing else lo say. She was losing her liciti 
She considered herself horribly wicked and stupid, in \ 
tormenting this kind man, who was softly sobbing clone I 
her, 

The idea that someone could suffer through her, o 
account of her, was obnoxious to (loryse, She wonl 
have pieferred a thousand times to suiter herself. Abnipll 
she told herself : 

Well! So much the worse! I am going to admit ti 
him what is passing through my brain, ami then, after 

wards, if he should want me all the. same, well, I vil 
marry him/’ 

Listen to me, she said, with her rallmr sonorous vote 
which so deeply moved Hie duke. “Listen well to me ^ 
understand me if, however, you ran, as I will try my M 
but perhaps it will not lie cpiilc clear, but il is so lift 
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, f tn gav u nil ! Ami i( we were in (lie sunshine instead 
Cl (in the dark, if 1 wuld see ymir face, and you mine, l 
Imikl never dare, never! never ! dim lirsl of all, bet, of 
a,, not cry so, it is dtcudful ! 

’ And as, silently, be was still crying, she fell down on her 
knees: 

"1 beseech you. 

She passed her arm romul his neck and, kissing atlu.- 
innately his wet cheek she repealed, in an infinitely entreat- 
ing voice: -■ . ... , I 

“1 beg of you, since I am telling you that 1 wul do 

anything you wish, all !" 

Forgetful of tlie evening before, she was pressing hersett 
near to him. He pushed her back, almost roughly : 

"No, -no, move away!” 

Surprised at fiist, Chiffon got up, sadly whispering : 

“Ah! yes, -I see! You ..cl its 1 did yesterday !” 

Shyly, she silently sat down again near the duke. He 

ivent on, still trembling : . . . 

"No, no, do not believe that, my little Ooryac. I he fact 
is you cannot understand me. 1 feel nervous, unhappy, and 
no longer know what I am doing or saying. I had 
dreamt such a lovely dream, and have fallen down ft om 
w high I” 

Anxious, she asked : 

“If you had such a lovely dream, ft is not my fault, at 
jeast? I moan i r not that I induced you to believe that 1 
wanted to mairy you? I did not try to make you love nie 
otherwise than as a flood child? k it not so? 

“No, certainly.” 

“Thai’s better! It I had done that, without mennmfl to, 
of course, — I would now he in despair, truly I I find that,., 
diowinfl by one’ 8 looks or expressions that people please 
you, or thru vmi wish to please them, when, on the con- 
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trary, one docs not care for ilium ai all, in ahominihl, 
Yes, abominable I" 

After a silence she went on : 

“That’s what I see going on all I lie* time around me 
and never will I do it.” 

“You were saying, a little while ago,” said the duke wht 
was regaining his composure, "that you were going t« 
explain to me why you do not want to lie my wife?" 

“Yes, and it makes me feel shy to do so. Of life [ 0 „l 
know what I guess, and it’s not much k Pml, at least, | 
hear conversations,- people speak in whispers, they bring 
certain names together,-- and when there are balls at home 
I see many little flirtations,-- many |in| c happening* that 
are not right. I do not mean the young girls, ;is young 
girls may do anythin# they like, there is no harm in it j s 
there, since they are not married? No, I mean the Indies 
some of them deceive their husbands, and, deceiving one’s 
husband, I don’t know just where it begins or where ii 
ends, but I find it must be very had !’• 

“It is bad, undoubtedly ! 

“Well there you are ! I am sure that, if I married you 
I would deceive you.” ' 

''that?” 1 '” BtammUretI hc * "why are you so sure «| 

YouZ’Tff '°f “ 8 mwh i,s om! 0:l!1 of Midi things 

l ,'m m ° l im >’ 1,,im of wlu»n I thought 
I his one, 1 would like to marry him !’ ” 

: And then?” 

ondaTsti^: ZSIS^ ^‘Z : ’ 'tuZf 

o. i ( , y w 

S rivoi?f" "' 0 H«l l« 



"What you Icll me happens to many wives.” 

'"And then?" . , . . . 

'‘Then, insteail of allowing, their thouMhls to bom on the 
bvconier they resled on their husbands, ami when the 

husbands are kind, as 1 will be , , 

“1 am sure of that !” ChilVon said with conviction, but 
jo you think it is etuniMh to be a kind husband when one 
jas not got a (food wife?” 

"And why should you not be a Mood wife, honest and 

M?” 

“I would be so, as Ion# as l did not meet 

"What?” 

“The man I will probably never meet, but who will cer- 
jinly not he you--" 

And as M. d’Aohieres was moving about, she promptly 
tided : 

“Yes, 1 love you, I have already told you so, but l 
jelieve I do not love you at all, not at all, the way a 
roman must love her husband, and I feel certain that, the 
ay 1 would meet the man f would love so, - I would let 
lysolf Mo ! Would it not he much worse if I married you 
ithmit tellinM this to you? If now that you know the 
jason why I could not say yes to you, you still want 
ic, at least you have been forewarned, and will not be 
Me to reproach me with anythin# — . When 1 say: no- 
(in# to reproach me, that’s in a way, I mean, because, 
ter all, I quite realize it will not please you. But at 
iist I shall not have been sly, or dissimulating. Do you 
iderstnnd?” 

"I understand,” softly replied M. d’Aubieres, "that you 
mild he very unhappy with me, and it would make mo 
iscrablo to see you unhappy. 1 hcreforo I must give up 
lat was for me, for the past six months, all my ]oy- and 
»pe. You have, very delicately, and very picturesquely. 
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, . i i„. r hloKMHUH. Slio enuld possibly see 

slic burictl nci n| . r „|,|,i K |,. Tin- hare idea 

;j|wni ilrfflW«‘ 1,1 u , ,.„ nlsu .| with dirty ihim's, or he 
ll ,ilt ,lu5y "V^ f ' , ov ,,-uili tl hy skirts, or swept -with Hut 
criisliccl unt 1 ' i | ')(i ri iii* ihe winlcr slu> used H> 

! |W, •» vi x ..... "her Ildllli'lS 

w» "»V" ' 1« V. Hi. n.u 

1 M 'i I „( il,i» minim', uliu o.nwiciilli'iwly 

'” m ' c 

mother's rn.ldii.4s and Hm-le Mare s jokes. ^ { 

"I’itvist* 1 Do not tell u to aitjhodv, s 
nviouslv “Kweniiiirt ( irihonille, nobody knows «•> n “- 

5TT a,.. I !, "mid m„ "U II S-X l«-l«r ™ 

| (i Ihe "III) iriis.in Ill'll I I'I"I ll"'l <*«■■>• * 

ll "lKrml.l-'..".i-'l" Curvin'. tta ■ ** ■»««• 

lion flic llowurs 1 rcmutiMy In jinyhmiy. . 

"rn'mii'ir'si'll" ivnaiU'i) ’• Anil I, who «]" s " “"['jjj 
, llinvor, I hnvii Ih-cii luim'd in il Hu* isyenmrt— yw. ‘I'""- 

'"“Nuw, nmv I ” miiil Corynu. m atoin l| m' k "'<!' oi 

'S Hi, l .In ymi nil'iil to out hy Iho *» 

inllc? I wo,, III ruler mu I" *> *» 
rye .welled hid "» my lin., ' »" U1 hu ,V‘ l ' Lulm "" 
Besides, I will eall on Mare to-morrow inoinmfl. 

"You like him? Uncle Mares* < , .. 

“Very nuieli. We wore comrades since out chiUlhoo h 

"Are you of the same ajie?” „ 

“He is three years ymtnMcr than me. , ,, 

Its the same Ihtnji ! . . i. . > * ii.,r kissirid 

" T " c yJLTu. 

onco nuiro ( hinon 8 solici iU1U n 



d’Aubieres told himself : 

"Well, no I It’s not the same tiling, It's t lircc yc 
less!" 

Back in the drawing room, the girl looked, as if s | lc | 
never seen him before, at Unde Mare, who was reading 
a lamp. And instead of replying lo Monsieur and Mudai 
de Bray who were anxiously questioning her about | 
disappearance of the Duke, she thought : 

"It’s not three, it’s ten years younger lie seems to i 
Unde Mare!” 


VII 


I HE next morning, Uhill'on, lying down in the centre of || 
lawn, was playing with Grihouille before leaving for Ik 
course when Unde Mare, coming tip to her, said in a surl 
tone: 

“Aubicrcs has gone away !” 

She rose up in one. jerk : 

Where has lfe gone to?" 

“Io Paris, where he is going to shake himself a hit,- 
lie needs it, poor man |” 

8 oncto ! r ™rr l,C1 '"’ C ' ' >' “ 

( Would that have pained von?” 

“} assu rc you it would have/’ 

it l A ‘i!| i ™l,T > T"' lil ' icVt ' <l 1,111 atl " -'ll. now Ih) 

"™ to " '">■ «- 

‘That’s (letter l And Daddy?” 
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^jlTlor -ho host I Will you l.»vo « -U. ">'• 

d—r There i« some important 

jX >:» .*■ ■■ * , '~" lc - 

■*S" » ciorvso. unconcerned. “Site is not my aunt, 
Jt i„,vc ...» know" l.o. - Nollhcr have >*»■. «»» 

K T.lu!'..ol ..Hon. I>>» I W. K l.or ” 

^”Lo";.l'lS IS ii.o loll mo all l.or l">rr,',' . ., 

■in >- <*'»«■” «f." t » X" SM- 

S he .whom we used lo call : the ‘ liml u,KUWl 

XZ .ho »l«> »■«< a., vary ric.li. poor 
«Z jumped undo Mire. nook. «h,lo Gubon.llo, 

imitating l«ir. jumped after h.H «*>■ ^ it is y0 u.~ 

u 01i 1 1 am so pleased ! now m 

That will suit you so well, «» , ”'“ l ’ Mare de Bray. 

"Let me go I You are elmkntg me I " ^ y()U „ 

while trying to disengage bin’s - . ^ to hang your- 

hundred limes already lh«t J J , 1 t t J be done !” 
self so to my neck like a baby . ‘ . with, what 

“Pardon me. I always forget I Now, to t*. 

will you do with all that money r 

“To begin with, I wljl , «y ou also will leave?” 

“Oh I” said ^Mare's shoulder, she began 

Resting her head upon untie 

”S';t':o*.ohUdrM.o«dmoni.H. 

•r™ mMh » »■ * — 

was tho very rich ownor of many csta o 



. She answered, in nil unintelligible voice : 

“Forgive me! I :im so nnnervei!, I don’t know wliat I 
the matter with me! A while ago it was M. d’Auhierci 
who doved me well, and left, and now it’s you ’’ l! 

Her tears redoubled, ami she ended her sentence : 

“The fact is, the people who love me, they are not many 
you know.” 

“Hut, ChilVon, I will not stay away for ever ! I uni no 
going round the world, never fear it ! France sulViees |» 
me, elsewhere I sull’cr from spleen !” 

“WluU did you say: spleen? Instead of raying: lnmi ( 
sickness? There is no shame in calling it so, I don’t liki 
these English expressions.” 

“I see with pleasure that you are feeling belter, Chilton! 
Your little nature is coming on top. Yes, scold me if you 
like, but please do laugh, it is all I want.” 

“Now you will be in a position to lake part in politics? 
This time it will not be the little barley water man of the 
last elections who will he nominated, oil? That tnmic) 
comes to you in proper time! There is still one month 
left before the elections, and (his is enough to fell the good 
Fathers’ pupil who lies to labourers, lies to society people, 
lies all the time! Yes, you will heal him, and it’s a thin? 
that will really please me.” 

Uncle Mare, laughing, asked : 

Is that out of interest for me, or front dislike of mj 
competitor?” 


‘It’s both J — and wliat about charity? I think that y« 
will carry it on, on a large scale now, you who wer 
giving front your own when you had no money ” 
“How do you know that?” 


I know your paupers well ! And when I visit then 
bey talk about you all the time, and it’s the reason why 
o to them. If they didn’t I could as well choose others 
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u'Vhal'uVltoy i:.IU to you about me. they never 

to do it. 1 toll them : 'If )>c 
knew that I visit you <md that he risks meeting me m your 
houses, you would never see him again, _ because he hides 
himself to give, like others do for HletilinU : >« ,1(,t " s 

y»l 

tr “ VVhsit a funny girl you are! It your mother- 
“Ah! «-/>ro/>os of her . does she know it? 

“What V” 

“That you are inheriting ?” 

“Yes.” 

Chiffon laughed.® ...... , • > 

“Well, she imni have made a funny face. \\ hne she sa i 

'that aunt Carahns would leave her fortune to chan jab e 
institutions site always hoped, really, that it would fall to 
daddy and you ! And as only one half of this came true, 
and it is the wrong half, she must he in a line temper 
Then, returning to the topic that interested her most, she 

sitdly asked : . 

“Will you be leaving just now? 

“Only "for a few days, on business, hut I will soon return. 
“Yes, come hack ! You have not much time left till the 
coming elections. And what propaganda 1 will do for you . 
My poor old .lean, lie will have to trot a lot both on foot 
and on horseback ! 

And, as the vieomle laughed, she went on : 

“You arc laughing at my propaganda? You are wrong. I 
“You are laughing at my propaganda?. You are wrong 
am quite popular, although you would’nt have guessed it, 


quite--” • 

Then, changing the subject : . ■ , 

“What I am enjoying in anticipation is seeing the faces pt 
the people who don’t like you, -and they are many- 




it, J ()tl »t sue which committee could possibly support 
vou since you are preventing yourself with kIumb of you. 
own. without binding yourself to any pnrty. 

“ I'l ,t’s true, but they would say it nil the same. 

“Well, in any me,” declared Uoryse, whose eyes were 
sparkling, "I am going l<» enjoy myself this mottling 

What's the linicV” _ 

Uncle Mare consulted his watch. 

“A quarter to nine.” ,, 

“Well, I have enough time if I hurry up. 

As loudly as site could she called: Jean. 1 he old 

coachman appeared at the door of the stable where, by 
force of habit, he always came, when his young mistress 

did not need him. . , . 

“Co and dress quickly ! We are going out a once . 
Hurry up; in ten minutes 1 must lie m the lace des 

The chamber maid was pressing the courtyard. Uoiyst 
accosted Iter with : “Has Madame la Marquise gone out. 

“No, mademoiselle.” , ■ 

“Good ! All is well !” whispered the girl, 1 was afraid 

she might he there ” ... , to, „ 

Blowing a kiss to Uncle Mare, she disappeared with a 

Killeen minutes later, Chilton was ringing the bell 

at the Jesuits’ house. . , t .. 0 ,> 

“This is the time for Father de U agon’s mass, tsn t itf 

She asked the porter who opened the door. )t 
“Yes, but it is ending, it is nearly nine o clock. •. 
Instead of going to the chapel, Ooryse remained \n the 
garden. She walked to and fro, dainty in Her blouse of 
pale pink batiste; her gay face half hidden in a large cape- 
line in Italian straw, covered with roses. And, while 
watching the chapel door she was thinking: 
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“l ie. — 111 st In: will go to I 111? sacristy, hut ;is there j s ( 
other exit lie will have to emne out through rhis ( |onr 
don't wan I to miss liim ! Meanwhile, all those ladies w j| 
eome out. I shall give out the news l<« several of .| llln 
It will he am tisi ng !” ' 

Kill! rely forgetting where she was, she did f t . w (j^ 
iliinee steps, to the lire a! amazement of the porier wh 
was watching her from his halite. Ami old .lean, allhoud 
lie was well aware of Chiffon's ways, wondered at this 'lit 
of aaiuly. I le asltetl, astounded : 


But what is the mailer 
ntairaellc Corysc?” 

She slopped, with one loot 
laughing : 


w,| h yon this morning, 

1,1 lll, ‘ :dr and replied, 


“I will tell you on our war- home. Now, it yon |j| u . j, 
yon may go and sleep on yesterday * heiieh. < )n | v try ,..,1 
find a more graceful posture. “ 

llio chapel door, dosing with a dull sound, made her 
jimekly turn her head, and she saw young liarllrur. who was 
leaving the mass, He was wearing a him- jacket, very slum 
nnd t ! Mh !' | :,1 ' (ld | ,wk( ' <l "oMsers. I lis enonnoos nerkiie was 
very n 8 ho i,„| his nape, completely concealing tlu shin 
eolhu. In tins costume he appeared, to Chilton, small 
i ndn | ore Hum ever Me was no, „glv J,,™ 

; nd s owed some dislineliou in spite of his slender; 

' ; cs „ ,,,a ' l 'i "■ i,a, iM . 

i Ut Jow/inls linn |<> jUvri h; m i 

S' lilly v:irl 

-i r;Ci IS - 

r 

u-etty wife of , P, J . o 1),lon "<'. the very 

'••"'ffeur much to* her „ w ^" ji,^ 1 l " ,,i,ry, fo,,ml - voun ' ! 



Shortly, afterwards, M:ul:i»ue Helm me appeared. I he 
vo i man showed surprise a* ho had neve* 

• in meet her there. Chiffon thought i I he mass 
“not finished yet. They both came ont a liltle before the 

61 And, seeing the pretty woman curb her flexible waist to 
look at the ill-grown fail who barely reached her sliouldei, 
c thought: “Tins is indeed funny! M. Delorme .. a 
hundred Tunes better looking than him ! What can she 
find to please her in that? Little larlleur is devoid of. 
spirit, of kindness, of appearance. He is ugly ««d billy. 

It can be nothing else than the prestige <>f parchment, 
deeds, as, whatever people may say. it still exists for those 
who loathe it, their prestige] All! now Madame Deloime 
is leaving first ! Then he will rejoin her afterwards -and 
they will have, another chat in the avenue or the park— as. 
i( by chance.— 11 

She followed with her eyes the young woman who was 
going away with slim waist and wide hips and though : 
“It is pleasing to be pretty! I would have liked to be 

P ' Madame do Bray had so often repeated to Lory sc that . 
she was ugly and ungraceful, that the girl sincerely believed 

" A murmur of voices interrupted her reflections. Madame 
dc Bassigny was coming out of the chapel, escorted by two 
or three ladies of Pont-sur-Sarthe who composed a species 

of small court for her, , 

"Ah 1” murmured Ooryse, “I think this is a good oppor, 

tunily to deliver my little speech ! 

She walked slowly towards the group, /her head bent, 
seemingly deeply absorbed in the contemplation o a pebble 
that she was pushing along with the point of her toe. 

“All ! Here is mademoiselle Chiflon I exclaimed 




CliilTon did not appear to understand a ml, unmoved, 

continued : 

.“No, ;il! alone, li is mint dc ('risville is dead, and ” 
“All! Probably she ilied at Pan?” interrupted Madame 
do. Bassigny. 

Turning to one of the women who accompanied her, she 
proposed : 

“There! You wanted to buy a castle? Crisville will cer- 
tainly bo put up for sale, it is perched too high to he 
turned into a hospital or an orphanage.” 

At: Ponl-sur-Sarlhe, everybody Jirmly believed that Madame 
dc Crisville would leave all her fortune to charitable 
institutions. 

“No!" said CliilTon, innocently, “I don’t think my Unde 
will sell Crisville. On the contrary, I believe he will live 
there." 

“He I What? Him? M. do bray?" stammered Madame 
de Bassigny, aghast. "But she is leaving at least live or six 
millions, your aunt !” 

“She is not my aunt, and she left more than that!" 

boldly corrected Chiffon, who was actually ignorant of the 
value of the Marquise de Carahas’ estate. 

“More than that?” repeated Madame de Bassigny, flab- 
bergasted and vexed. 

The crowd were leaving the chapel. She said good-bye 
to Oorysc and quickly went to meet the arrivals, keen on 
spreading the news around. From a distance, Chiffon saw 
with joy, the faces darkening as she spoke. 

“They are floored I” she thought. "It was right of me 
!o come.” 

She made a sudden move towards the chapel. She had 
perceived Father de Rngon who was advancing with his 
luict and steady stride. 

"I must not allow him to be grabbed I” 
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And, quickly, going to him she asked politely : 

“Will you allow me to say a word to you?” 

And, as the Jesuit was uneasily glancing at the people 
who seemed to he also waiting tor him, she affirmed : ' 

“It: will not take long ! Yesterday I prattled far loo 
much I” 

“Hut no, my child, yesterday, on the contrary, vim 
greatly surprised and interested me." 

“You are so kind. But I know I was wrong in talking 
about my undo and his polities, and I eame to ask you to 
make no mention of it to my mother, who will eome to 
see you to-day.” 

“I assure you,” said Father de Kagon, restlessly, “that 
you are exaggerating the importance of your talk.” 

“No! I let you infer, -or about that, my unde would 
not present himself at the coming elections against M, de 
Hennany, because he hail no money?” 

“Yes, well?" 

“Well, the fact is, that he will present himself, because 
he has the means now.” 

“Ah I" said the annoyed Jesuit. 

And, forgetting all the principles of discretion and prudence 
which habitually guided hint, even in the least important of 
his moves, he asked squarely : 

“How did he get it?” 

Chiffon answered in an indifferent tone : 

“He is the universal legatee of his mint de ('risyille, 
who died yesterday.” 

Pathci de Kagon looked stunned, Ids mouth half open, 
neechless. Old Madame de Orisvillc was, before the pour 

te of her health compelled her to stay in Pan, one of his 

nitents, and lie remembered having dictated her in detail, 
vnat ici nst dispositions should he, and the Jesuits were 
included in them. And that old woman had died far away 
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from his authority, neglecting to hi,1( " on " h ^ 

obtained sifter Areal trouble, and left hei UnWuw. u> 
whom ? To ;m honest socialist already in easy circumstances; 
to i dangerous man, whom sin- unconsciously was arming 
i/., struggle against all that she ougl.l to have respected ami 


Al last he tfuerietl, rat her addressing himself than Unllon, 
who was joyfully devouring hint willi her eyes: 

"ft is an enormous forluneV” 

“Knormous!” repealed the girl in a singing voice. 

"It’s one-half of the depiiruttenlV" 

Like an echo, she repealed: “One-haM of the dcpait- 


ment — al least I ” . . 

Through a sudden intuition, it occurred to the Jesuit that 
perhaps Coryse was making sport of him. Hut, lowering his 
glance, lie saw her. with a bright smile, her appearance 
utterly unconcerned, and it reassured him. In a flash he 
guessed that the "Ch'ilVon” whom so far nobody wanted to 
notice, wolud in all likelihood become an. heiress. I he 
Vieomte de Bray's affection for Ins brother’s slop-daughter 
was well-known at Pont-sm-Sartho. It was known that to 
greatly loved the d’Ave»nea girl, not only as his niece, but 
as much as if she had been his own daughter, Becoming at 


once fatherly, Father de Ragon told Coryse:- 

“I am happy, really Itappv, over this good luck, that Ood 
seal you, as in it I truly see God's hand . Yesterday, 
through an excess in delicacy of feelings, and a fear of not 
being a saintly enough wife, yon refused the. Due cl Aubicres 
who asked for your hand and was ready to accept you with- 
out dowry, and today the 1 Lord rewards fins concoct iy 

giving you Hie means that will ^enable you to choose « 

hiishand according to your heart.’' . . 

"Hut,” said Chiffon, who had not yet guessed what the 
Jesuit was heading for. “I do not see why, ow.ng to my 


M.C. 0 
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force of habit she was puckering her lips, hut slonnet 

thinking : 

“Good heaves! I aimosi whistled for him as f used t 0 
What an effect that would have produced !” 

Leaving the Jesuits’ house she nearly ran, forgetful of th 
old servant who, behind Iter, was painfully stepping || 011 | 
She wanted to tell her news to the Abhe Chalet, eertaii 
that to him it would only euiise pleasure. 

At the corner of the Place do Palais, a Dower girl wa , 
standing by her small handearl. Chiffon hough! some rose? 
and still running reached the presbytery of Saint-Marcien't 
church. 

If the presbytery of the cathedral was unostentatious 
that of St. Marcien was wretched. It was :i hovel, adjacent 
to the old church, in a dark and dirty lane. To the loll 
of it was a small garden, hut nothing like usual presbytery 
gardens. Abhe Chatcl, who loved flowers, had found the 
way to transform the small patch of land im<, a perfumed 
flower bed, 


The servant being out, the priest himself opened the 
door to Uoryse, In one hand he held a jam jar now filled 
with paste, and in the other a large brush which had lost 
most of its hair. “Excuse me for receiving you like this/' 
he explained to Chiffon who was gaily wishing him good-, 
A mi t i S Patching up the paper in the parlour." 

h V Wd her th V! rip8 of w:,| l’l>apor which, loosened 
b> the damp, were woefully hanging down. 

ch “ri WaS ' * ix sfn,w a sunken arm- 

nc ;; ?? 0, ' molu c ock - ami of unique design, 

\\all above i small bracket carrying a vase, 

'e then, wrucr prompV" 


84 



t f 

•m'iwMuiw! In siifli heat il would he barbarous to 
. ’ Ihem wailing, monsieur I’Abhc I And yon may 
Sno tlKil it is not the V.rrtinV wish Hint anything should 

^Qulte'micr* obediently said the priest, while 
ln (’ill ,hc vase from a small lap in the garden. 

Observing him Coryse lliouAhl : "l ie is tint smartly 
dressed or refined either; with his good red .are rnuloi Ins 
white hair he looks very much like a tomato m ceil ton- 
wool I lint I like him as he is. because lie really has a 
fine soul I Instead of trying to arrange marriages for the little 
swells who have scooped in everything he minds paupers 
and God! lie is a man who has no use for tillle-tatlie, 
or intrigues, or dirts, and all the rest ! 

'As the Ahhe came hack, carefully carrying the vase, full 
to overflowing and wetting his gown, she gaily exclaimed : 
“Monsieur 1‘Ahhu, I feel so pleased!” 

“All ! It’s not like yesterday, then?” 

He had taken up the roses, and with his large, clumsy 
[lands, was setting them in the vase with great precaution. 


flion lie stir opposite Coryse. ^ . . . 

"Monsieur I’ Abbe, since this morning uncle Mare is rich, 

/cry rich.” 

“How did it happen, my child?” . 

“Well, he has not robbed a mail-coach, as you think. 
Mo, lie has inherited from Madame de (JrisviJIe.” 

"She is dead?” 

“Naturally, Monsieur I’Abbc !” . 

“Oh ! The poor lady, who was so open handed, so kind 
o the unfortunates—” 

"Uncle Mare will he as good as she was, be sure ot it. 
ifou will see wlial we will get from him foi your pooi 
"May God bear you, my child I” 



“No!” 

“She will ! She had no scnipples in tin i| before and 
with my election to mid- - ” ' w 

“Yes, Inil: I here is your money " 

“You mean—” 

"I mean dial while your election vexes her, sour mon cv 
enchants her. She has much respect for iiionev, don’t v »ii 
know?” ' • 

“Oh !” 


“There’s no : Oh I about it. It’s so,” 
After a silence she asked : 

“Did you complete vour business'''” 
“Nearly, ” 

“And you are rich?” 

“Very.” 


Liood i in . ue oeruav is irvuiji rca 
beware of him, ns Charlie will not ’pass 
“How do you know?” 

“They told me—” 

“Who told you—” 

“The furnaeemen.” 

> 

funny little flirl.” ’ ■ •’ m >’ 

“Yes"” SaW him ’ M ‘ 

“Will he soon come hack?” 

_ He will come hack for the races ” 

wSr.isr 1 whi,'°; b ~? M r ? » * ««»• 

from one ear to the Oilier df?. | "° nnd smi ' 1 ' K,rc,chin < 
in-law, 0 ran In her hrollicr. 


i rmn iiitm 
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IvkIIv -ill of ns, wlion you were away, didn't we, < hiflon f 
“The Mi'miuise never used to he nice in her hrolt,er-m-l:.w 
J never did she call her daughter “C.hillon except who.., 
j„ the presence of a newcomer, she was adop up, a 
wheedling pose. Mare, astonished, looked at her but a 
once lowered his eyes when perceiving the ironical face ot 
doryse who stood behind her mother. 

“Have you seen Pierre?” asked Madame de Bray, 

"Yes, 1 saw him as I came.” 


Smiling, site asked : . , 

“Have you been informed of the terrible elteel ot you. 

otter upon the electors i*” 


"Well, my poor Mare, you have no idea of the uproar, 
he unpleasant uproar that rose up against yo.t,”^ 

"As my name is also yours I beg your pardon 
"Pooh I a lo nuorrc eo mine a hi guerre ! I am now 
esigned to it, for lo he frank; at the first I was dismayed, 

hsolutely dismayed.” ■ , 

She turned abruptly to her -husband,, who was coming in : 
"ls’nt it so? Now 1 am consoled of the scandal caused 
y Mare’s posters. I have got over it bravely,” 

"So you said, at least,” replied M, dc Bray, without 

anvietion. , ■>, -, 

Passing to the dining room, Chiffon whispered in Mates 


:ir: „ 

“Set fair, eh V Did I not fell you the money— ( 

"Coryse,” said the Marquise when sitting down, I don t 
now if I told you that we will dine at the Barflours on 

iiturday.” .. . ,, 

"No, but you never tell me when you dine in town. 

"You are invited.” ,, 

"Same thing to me, since I shall not be there. 
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“Why should you not go?” asked Madame do llray, some- 
what embarrassed. < 

“Hecauso 1 never go In such dinners. and ii 1ms hoen 
agreed that 1 ;ii» mil in hr led iiii<> society till the winter 
after 1 reaeli the age of eighteen, Ilia! is In say after two 
years.” 

“You don’ I rail that : going i" 111 sneiely.” 

“Ido! ll means dressing oi>, showim 1 , myself, felling 
.bored- that is whal 1 rail going inlo sneiely!” 

“I have accepted no your behalf. ” 

“Yon should not have since you promised me that privacy 
till 1 iim eighteen, except at home. In any ease. 1 ilmi!t 
see, why I must dine with tlie Harllenrs rather than with: 
Madame de Rassigliy, wild has invited me for that evening-" 

Laughing, she added : 

“Talking to myself, in the Jesuits garden, ah ! you know, 
she invited you also, Uncle Mare ! while adding sorrow- 
fully that she did not hope that you would honour her with 
your acceptance ” 

“That shows Madame <!e Ihtssigny has lucid moments. On 
no accoonl would I ever go to her house, hut to-day in any 
case I can’t go anywhere, since 1 am in mourning.” 

Chiffon gave a sly glance at her mother’s dress, which was 
of so indefinite a mauve that one could not really say whether 
it was mauve or rose. 

“Oh!” said the Marquise, “it is only a three months’ 
morning, and at least fifteen days of it have already elapsed! 
And while oil the subject, my dear Mare, ! wanted to ask 
you,— you will not mind us giving a hall here on the race 
Sunday?” 

'No, not at all,- provided I am not compelled to appear," 
Rut, if you don’t show yourself at it, it will look like 
a blame on us—” 



d ‘“’' '.‘"bn H W |' ‘ m . .'n lU r!er ''l ,Van min. 
&*”«£, Wr. .!■* "» "' "• 

t would savour of very had taste. 

jsirrr'rs;-*-™ <• 

,h,! w^ S oddy! . A,ul » ! ,„ ra .,',ovc„ ( l ! ,»c U c„rm ;1 ly! 

^ "nViusl'”” 'liidu you'lu behave in society, and to A've 
,'ou a taste for 1 1 • 

OhilTon sprang up. . . f [ Vi[ \\ 

that I .Ion'. 

r, lot moth hi the house, and that «'»•««' >» < taw 

icrc is not done for me ! . t \n Minuted 

"You am an nmiratcful and impcruncn « ‘ h " u, ‘ o ‘ t 
Madame ilu Bray in a rlsim! voice winch seemed 

her eyelashes vibratinA* ♦ , i *u;.v|r if 

•'Me! No!” replied .quietly the Airl,- bu| 1 think 

would ho hotter to tell Uncle Mare the truth. 

Sl’is'^n U. dazzle the natives in display!,* 

the prince to them.” ... 

Mare tie Bray, surprised, queried : 

"Ml'iwf true 1 "” totally «M Ow >n don’t 
i A «, ta id Well, lor the past ..eight 

know yet, you just at vm sur . Sjrlhc „ jenuiao 

days there has. been a piintc m , , IH u e 

one ! Not a cardboard prince, but one who wiiinc 
reigning, — it his papa is not knocked down mennwhde. 
"What is his name?” 
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,,,1(1 !„• :>n aiuhasMloi , and not 


rt f n t l«> 


very prob:i1»1v lie w< 

* | M 

"'Ccirwe Ihom-hi 11 sin, ' >U ' In: " u,v 1h ' , , 

princes when chance broutihl y«»n near "> h '" 

Si nol understand th:il ..m- should run nller occasions 
I,, he in I lieir presence. She b.nltcd Itrlimi muMS>. am 
o„|v liked living nlm.e or will, her equals. Moreover . 
kernel lo her lh;il, ns modern princes have f.»rAoMon ih.tl 
thev are primes, it is nhsurd lo he eompelleil to make an 
offorl lo remember, iuslead of ll.em, their exalted rank. 

Since the arrival of the Comte d'Axen at I'ont-snr-Sartlie, 
die Minimise was prodigiously Hatlered at having been 
visited bv His Highness. The I’rinre had been sent to her 
In- M. d’Aubiercs who. a few years earlier, had been mditaiv 
attache in the small country where his father reiuioc • 
Madame de Ibay. compelled in Paris lo run ntlhl and 
left to fiml some well-si. rrmmded princes who only paid 
scant attention lo her inlrif’uim’ personality, totally heie 
in Ponl-siir-Sarlbe of occasions to air the courtly expres- 
sions in which, she imagined, she excelled, ini * 1 

Ilia! heavens’ door was beinft opened when she rear (ho 
letter addressed to her husband in which the colonel 
announced the visit of the little crown-prince. 

This time, the most olcrtmil drawing-rooms of J on -rui- 
Sarthe were left far behind ns (he Comte d Axon only knew 
there the four fienerals, the mayor ami the prefect. And 
without a I hom’li I for Madame de bass.*ny-her best 
friend, who was fialiinA for an introduction to him, 
Madame de bray had said, unconcernedly that it was 
real I v annoying to be unable to invite a few fnends to 
meet him. but be refused to make new acquaintances. 

The truth was that she did not want to share with any- 
body the Ilijiliness who had providentially fallenjnlo hei 

hand. 



there on Saturday,’ —that you promised to dine with you 

aunt de Launay that day, that I did not know it W hw 

I accepted—” 

‘‘All right!” replied (Inrysc with a laugh. ”1 uiulcr- 
stand. I’ll ma Ice out a little tale, over which ail concerned 
will cut each other up: you, Aunt Matliilde, tin..]. 
Albert,— in fact all the world.” 

And, rising from the table : 

“You don’t mind? I must go and dress, and if | 
to go to Harden r's and be back in lime for mv conrJ. t 
had better trot off." ' 

“Yes,” majestically said the Marquise, ”1 allow you, f ()r 
this time, to leave the table before the end of breakfast 
but do not imagine it will create a precedent to 
repeated-” 

"Hut,” said Ooryse, peevishly, "it will he the same n 
me to stay at the table till the end. I'm not keen 01 
going there, nor, if I go there, to go to mv course after 
wards! Moreover, I can slay, it’ll he much simpler! 
You only need to send old Jean with a letter. In fact 
‘she queried, with mischief in her eye,’ why should I 

have to go there myself? It's not that I should” 

She sat down again, suddenly, 

“You shall go there,” ordered the Marquise, her temper 


No. I would rather not. You must have some ulterior 
motive m sending me there, on an errand ” 

She stopped an instant, and went on, bearing mi the 
words: “to the Harfleurs?” 

"No!" awrlod Madame do Hay. M„ s |,i„,, srar |„|. 

'“»<> Mar,|ei« !ri.,| , 

Olelloe, , 



“Hum !*' snitl <'(»ryso, giving liim under I ho table, ;i 

..iriimfi kick. i 

'], w .| fi | ))0 lull!. Till! Miinjiiiso bad heard, aiul Hus word : 

mamma” wlion applied In tier, possessed Hie gift of 
xnsperiiting her. iMirious, site addressed her husband : 
“Truly,” she began. “you •" 

“H’m ! Il’m! I I’m ! I I’m i ” moiiil'. Chiflon in 
•peggio. 

Jhe Maninise turned In lace her. 

“Gel mil ! And do al once what I ordered yon to do. 
Have you heard?” 

“Yes,” replied Coryse, folding up her napkin with 
affected slowness. 

I, caving, she mumbled between her teeth : 

“Oh! If only M. d’Aubieres was not so old !” 


IX 


Reaching the eourlynrd of the Chateau de Barfleu r—a large 
Louis XV castle built of bricks and granite-Coryscsaw at a 
ground floor window the Vieonitcsse de Barflcur, sitting by 
a large table and very busv covering jam bottles. Ilei 
work so much absorbed her attention that she did not hear 
the horse’s feet. Chiffon, whose intention had been, at 
first, to stop by the window, thought that that might, not 
be sufficiently polite, so she dismounted fit the stables, after 
being told that the Vieonitcsse was at home. # 

She was led into the, billiard-room where she had to wait 
what seemed a very long time and, while walking up and 
down the large bare room she was ragmgiy mumbling to 
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herself ; 

"What ! Is she going to linisli covering all her : 
before receiving me, Mother • Barlleiir?’’ J " Pol; 

At hist the maid servant reappeared • 

"Will Mademoiselle d'A vesi.es none with nu .y , 
looking for Madame la Vicomtesse in the J\ . ,? 
was in the drawing-room." * 1 ,IIK ^ die 

Coryso thought : 

N't), she was in the pantry, Inn prohahlv she il.t i, • 
woukl not he nice to let me know ii." ' ' nlft 11 

- She lightly followed the maid thioimli i ■ 
gloonty rooms. ^ ' u, ' w hue of 

""r 

mistaken if ilicy i mi i«ino i|,iil 1 ".j|| ll ' lr , l,c " 1 « 

asked l Judy Mare^limrin’i 'l.Tni'v"''' 1 ■ 'll ' •» 

a door-frame during a hall ' m1 "*' standing fo 

buZ?" 18 H,at Km;,li ful, ‘ W * «'* - a Pennyworth of 

had stuck to^ldm^ '" Ul <>ll,or ,IOIISl ’ s ;,ls <' 'he nickname 

and more TOmforfnh^tbnhhe'r^J T|T’ m’"' f " rn “ l,ft1, 

(■filly dad i„ , m nroTtuh T i'" 4 ' 1 ™« 

tlio Vicomtosio scorned to h 0 "". Il S''' 11 ""' »P(>H 

At once Coryse thought : y 'he (hitilois, 

H her jam coverh!g S her'^! IO l,;ili ,0 wait so long! 

- -o Bt I>eatI t ifuI cl0fh -- r'fe 



account of Chilton, since Uncle 


flrc itoiiWMi I” 1 011 

My * cScii r * c 1 1 i I d , ” usi’ul the Vinmmw, risind at (lie siMlH 
of Dorysc, wltal liiml wind blew yon to "tir homei' Ami, 
without allowing Ik: 1 ' timo to reply : "Is she not deltrthlfu! 

in her ricliiiA lmhit V” , . . 

'Doliflhlful !" cried Chiffon, ahmema at her own hmfl 
arms, her Iona hands. :nul her still ungainly Itrtnre. " I hal b 
not wli.il they tell me tit home." 

Madame tie Barfloitr was not at all put out. 

"Yes, ileliahtfnl ! Ddirthlfnl ami clinrmiiui I" 

She pulled »i the Iona hum! of tapestry on silk canvas 

which served as a hell eortl. . . 

"My poor I hollies will he very sorry to have missed 
inch a pretty fuller ! I le went to see Itis horse in Hicjnr4e 
meadow near the water's edge. I will send for him. 

“No need to, inatlame,” iptiekly replied ClulTon. 
must fjo now, l have a course at four o’clock. 

The servant came in. 

"Tell Monsieur le Vieomto ” 

"f only came,” explained Coryso, "to tell you that my 
mother, when she replied you that I will come on Saturday 
with her, had forflotten that I was dining with my aunt 

dc I, anility that day.” , .... . . . 

“What?” exclaimed Madame do Barlteur. But that is 

impossible. We cannot do without you , 

Chiffon did not reply. Shu was smilingly listening o the 
big hell which was violently tuna to call in the youn*. lotcl 

of the manor, and she thought: 

"It will mice him at least fifteen minutes to walk up the 

creek, and in five I will be gone.' t 

"I insist, my little Corysc ,” said the Vicomtesso Tell 
me that: you will find a way to come? You will be the 
life and soul of this dinner.” 

qq 



“Me?” Goryse inlemtplctl, amazed. “Me? Ihil when 
I don’t feel quite at ease I can’t say two words.” 

Madame de Bar flour asked : 

“Why should you not feel al ease, niy dear child?” 

“Forgive me!” quickly exclaimed Coryse, very red, ‘‘1 
have blundered ! 1 mean dial, anyhow, anywhere wheal 

am not alone, I feel uneasy, because 1 don't imsl myself." 

“No, you are a charming young girl, very simple, very 
frank — ” 

“Oh! As to lliat !” And rising, Goryse went on: *‘| 
am going— 1 must reltirn.” 

“Do wait a little longer. You musl have lea?” 

“Thank you very much, Madame, bill really I am late 
already.” 

The Vicomtesse rose up also and as Chiffon, surprised 
at this exaggerated politeness, was telling Iter not in lake 
such trouble, she replied : 

"Yes, I want to see you on horseback, my son mid me 
that you are adorable in (lie saddle ” 

“There,” thought the girl, “it’s oul ! They are all in 
the plot!” 

While old .lean was bringing die horses, in the steps, the 
Vicomte de Bnrfleur ran into the courtyard, l ie look ilio 
hand that Glutton slrclchcd out to him, and. I h i ng 
respectfully, touched it with his lips. Being link- used to 
this she almost hurst out laughing. Then, comparing the 
motliei and sons present manner with theirs of a fortnight 
go, she felt disgusted and almost said aloud : 

“They are a wretched lot !” 

When Coryse got near Josephine, the big llmrnughhrcd 
maic that she rode daily, the Vicomte rushed to her and, 
locking his hands together, held them to make a step for 
Coryse. She looked down upon the frail young man, his 
vm etc iet hack and his thin neck carrying an enormous 


100 



I am 
Willi 


am 


Will. .I.ink1..rt "I bis *•■»> a™" sl, « • 

,, c "HI sorely 1,1.1k Hum «Iui m-.uUI 
to, to rZd. .he replied, I*" 11 * old 
Z «l«. WHS hnlllMW .1.1! ll.itllllS of hntl. 
j «N„. Mease lull.! for ml il»>i.»< .*••« 
rer y rlunisy. I o»n only 3m " 1 ’ 

y()U I would full down." 

^rJ^TL .lon’t imagine how heavy 

A r:,:; , .!“t ..i i.« ... w. i,, "" i . 1 ;" ui T i?r 

aft,. 

lores.. Slio whs hmAinit to ,l,c !’f “ ,11 ,£ | 1CI 

paths mill ... sliiilio ..It .he .inner Iho. «* m* op lo to 

llC 'l'hey" wmilil' 'nol leave her in 0““ °?° '""mc.it, n ‘'““ y 
Barely a lor.i.irtl.l „A„ 'hey were worrymA he to- am 
M. d’Aubicros, and now they wantet i • _ n 

Barfleiir ! And not only ^ tll!S ,dc " ' tt hurt her 
account of the new simple lo he fought, hut .it tout** 

“aSS M. il'Aiilileres was no. hnndson.e. In. too,, ml 
hod Haltered her. nod she was Are, chi lo, <t. hut that 
M. de Ha r flour had humiliated her bat y. he wa8 

In the first place she knew 

penniless, "a . pennyworth ol E bu H a well-mannered 

her any more nttoto ,*- in her parents* 
man owes to a young gi 1 wn , t us s ill. looking 

house. Also,, she found ' nfl 

boy with his enormous whiskers, 
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were very badly bowed through excessive ruling 1„ i 
appreciation I he former was “(lie great d'Aubiore's ” i • 
the vieomte was “little IWtleur.” This summed ’un !! 
whole nutter. 1 11 

Being sound and strong, Chiffon held in horror weak, 
unhealthy people, l ’ ,K ■ 

Following up the large green trail leading to i| 1( . 
sur-Sarthe Road, she thought : U 1 01,1 

"He disgusts me, this lad. ' If eve, it should occur m l>; 

to kiss me as M. d’Auhieres did I will smack his •!! 

Both hands I simply could not help it, AN th • , • 

will he seriously annoying, this affair! If ugninVreh’! 1 
mother will fall upon me. To do well i f, € . ,r , . Is 1 t| 
come from the Barlleurs. Oh t That wretch "r i" 10,1,1 

Ragon ! It is he who set i, all |, Union - ‘ ^ 

tn being afraid of the Jesuits 1“ ' ’ "' ls l ^ 11 

She stopped before the road' whitened In the su„ 

rj t, ',"" r •'-■Hiin.'wii™,:,!;; 

She directed the mare, who alreadv m iel-e,l I 
listening to the dull roar min.i t.. , . 1 llt ’ r Cilrs . 

Path that ran down between dm 111,0 ;l narrow 

At a bend of the path sl«> •• . ! >US , :lllt 1 u ‘ ■ rn, t works. 

i fidcr standi ii,! ,M|'| a „,| 'f' 1 !’ d "' v ll "' 

«n.und «, ,|,e eilne ,l,e lliiitl 

you « I " T "T'"' K " W Jk '"- "I'llert 

""if '<>w o'clock si, nek" “ ''" V " ,,rk "» 

^ne proceeded : 

ny scc 'f 10 1)0 ’he Comte d’Ajccn?*’ 

lt "" 4 ,lo ' v " »"<l I'liilton lost ,1(1,, 
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she hoard the 


of til, group. “"Ml, IK ' ilr "'' 

"S? 1 '• i '‘ i |hcTriiic.' , w ! i» miyind. mi *« . "»'"«»“ M J 
, * » '‘Vn, j( very /Jocul, thin profession of 

»r J m no, Ml elector in lW» connin' 1 r ,, .V UI " l, ‘ 
“tat', to *ivo my e In lilt! imm "«"« "• 

&P f ,r, nol „ c 

.%££££ at; w!^. S & • 

“Yes, mademoiselle, it s me l ; H 

crietl one „l. I .« vnorkmon, ,he.c >• 
, Utile demoiselle <>( the. same opinion as yomscll. 

“What is this aluml?” asked Coryse. r 

‘‘It’s this Aenilenum who .says, y (ni ’ 
ilace lie should vole for M. do dray, ( „ . you 

“Of course I” she replied with conviction, unless you 

rial to re-elect M, do Hot nay f , ,, 

“Ah I no I That Aontleman is no longer wantc 
"Well, then? Since you know Charlie can Um -<j y 

"That’s true I Hut it does nol suit me that M. dc 

“That does not suit him either,” said Chiffon, hut thats 

“^wv 1 teU i.i» w»fi ;Y ic 2;:? ,o w3Tyou 

irefer him to cheat r to picsuu mm 

han he tst 1 ... cniRndes and chocs© laid 

Suddenly glancing al die bottles, sausages 

nit on the grass, Chiffon, asked : 



Comic tPAxcn • '*i i * 

otherwise— !’’ I | t . 'added : ^ " ,is ,real 

Ins horse, while lie visited (he workshops " <M "' " ,,,h,in » 

■omotWnfr-n, fc'cfiW^ ^y U wllri.f - ^ " rili,w * 

Hie workman pouneed upon ■, ! )n „t . 
himself: 1 hn,,l ° ; "id exni m | 

o we did not do it ;rlr-*-o lv it 1 , i 

1,8 '»«ally servants when the L. ' W ' il,IKe ' v « t (hire - 
m i, ■ t t ,,VM 1 ,u - m;iMcrs :iri‘ »» 

■* •“*•« 



mtetdl tile man who I.,-!,! ,i„. I,',', tlly ;lsli it." 



Wo ran to the hydrant m-ir o ' M " lsl ' V:ik| ' iIu ‘ Mlass,” 
*'ind returning, asked : 11 nl dm workshops, 

'‘Claret, l,,lK hCCr OI t,!ire ' for Von?" 

7» Wr , hoa! , t f, r r'‘" Ul “• "W in a do., voice: 

1 he workman rose up : 



die candidate’s health 1*"° |,|I,U ’ 0 ’ M to drink to 



“1 1 lU'W' 


TW. ripsl.1 <W*lln»lv 

Marc’s hcstllli 

%* ». r m * ««• ';;7i. tirov „» 

“Yes," mill ('.billon, U»i»Um*s ■>' 
laughing 1,1 ber lllll(- 

The man wont on : (!i(1 llot know your 

"Oil ! We know you well, " . •, w |,„ know 

naillc ! |i’» mostly llu-uirlunKll.m-.milu ut. 

Turning towards die •'‘’lute d J U ( 0 r them in ber 
“—ns mademoiselle alwass bas i . , |.'. vc „, last 

pockets ’-vim n she passes by ^ ()( t( , ys t |, ;tl filled 

Christmas. slie brouidil diem a l " 1 - i-ould 

up her carriage, dime were more of dum 

Mia^e to break ” concluded : 

Ills hard eye softened a bide .* a|U , |llo nsio»i 

"If all die riel, were like mmluno - , o[ ,| ielll 

nil would be heller for eveiy 1,H > • | s „ c |, rich, I 

can’t realise that I here are poor 

know some of them.” Chiffon, thinking <>( ber 

"So do I !” involimlarily said I^p"< - 

mother. . 

Thcn “be asked I be i r» iu,< j ll p oll( HUI -Sorlho, monsei 

"Are vim gome, down l<> 

monsieur?” , mn . mv v ou?” 

"Yes, will yon allow me to aecompan) >< 

"Oortainly.” 

He suggested : , tl p .,,h in the forest. , 

"But, if will he better .f we J» h r ^^d.” 

There are too many loose pet ' o , Coryse beard 

As they were disappearing "do me 

one of die workmen c5 j c ‘ un .V"^ c tW o young people are 
"I have an idea dial rnos 



affianced !“ 

Laughingly she turned towaids the Prince: 

"Miey menu you and I inonseignciii.’’ 

'I regret they are mist, ikon " 

“You regret it? Politeness is a line thing i n 
picture wh.it I win, I, I |„„k lik«. n ,„„ Tll y' r «* 

Piclnrc ,1^01,1 I,, nil VVIi.-i, w, ,j„ " » 

After an instant she added : ,u 

And what should I make of yon?" 

Me laughed ; 

Mow old are you, mademoiselle doryseV" 

„ w .® f ixteen May, and you. mo, .seigneur?" 

1 will he twenty-four in eight days," 

Presently lie (jueried : 

l oll me I Would Madame la M., m . |M 
&<> "hour with a young man?" " W you 

“Surely not I" 

“Hut, then- " 

You ! Hut, you, you are a sovereign Tl. u 1 

y ™f Ill, I, a.ios,,-, ■ 

blurted, and wen, 

ilccoimTr is In inn, 

"Tell '110!'“"™'^,™"'’'''"' «ln linked : 

"Med up aiul eaciirled ii-u’l- In iV"'l 1,1 l,ete 

^ utw" “• r • • • »«• y ' m h ”‘ 

consists <d tdllp)!™irtmm^iT , '| l,, " l | |, " ll,i ‘T’ ' vhicl ' "* 
v otc for y uUr ll|lc | u j.» ■ ' 1,1 fl'oir place I would 

j“ 1 be refill ! , wi,l, M. 

:I °. O'- not: do, you | () ',. ' " 0wid ,dl 'Mint you should 

-voe, 
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laughing heartily. . „ 

"I take intercut, without taking mleresil. 

"Tint’s somethin!' ! Well, I could have sworn, I who 
possess what you cull ‘Hair,’ that not only you were not 
interested in me, hut had antipathy towards me. 

"And that was true,” frankly exclaimed t'oryse, yes, 
'till this afternoon and then, this afternoon, all of a sudden 
you appeared to me to he a flood man V" 

"Then, we are friends?” 

"Yes.” 

-Then,” correcting herself: "Yes, mnmjcigneur ! I ask 
your pardon 1 speak to you very badly 
"Surely not!” 

"Yes, I do! I do not say ‘moiiseigneur’ often enough, 

and never ‘Your Highness’ !” , 

“Don’t you worry about that ! And, since we are friends 
now, tell me why we were not? That is to say, on youi 
side, as, where I am eoneerned, there was no ill-feeling, I 

can assure you I” , 

"Yes, I’ll tell you. By instinct I don’t care much for 
foreigners, and I loathe Protestants. Then, as you are 
both- -you understand?” 

"I understand, and whul do you reproach foreigners 
with?” 

"Oh! absolutely nothing, except that they arc not 
French.” 

"And the Protestants?” . 

"A lot of things! I find them intriguing, false, 
hypocrites, and whimsical I Hut naturally I recognise 
exceptions- 

"Naturally! Me, first of all I 

She laughed: • _ , , ,, , 

"Not only you. Others also. ■But I mean the bulk of 

the Protestants— of the French Protestants of course, since 
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they :ire the only ones I know.” 

“But I, seeing with what it version I wns inspiring you, 
l had imagined that you were mistaking me for a spy?" 

“Oh! Monseigneur! Oh! no! not that! To begin with, 
I don’t believe so mueh in them spies, heeause very often 
spies are seen where none exists. It’s somewhat like t lie 
mad dogs, that policemen kill to Met rewards, and which 
are no more mad than I am, poor beasts!” 

Returning to the topic that interested her most, ( 'liillon 
declared : 

“All the same, it’s truly nice of you to work for the elec- 
tion of Uncle Mitre !’’ 

"Pray do not he thankful to me lor that, as I admit that 
the conversation you heard was the outcome o| pure chance. 
Those men had minded my horse while I was visiting the 
steel works. I did not exactly know which of them had 
held it, and I feared, if I only lired one gun, to bring the 
lire of a full battery upon me. Therefore. I went to the 
inn thill stands on the high road and brought them some, 
thing to eat and drink. They offered me drinks, and while 
drinking ! chatted with them about the candidates whose 
posters were stuck on the workshop walls. You see that 
my propaganda was very limited,” 

it will serve all the same ! You will sec how nice lie 
is, Uncle Mitre. I feel sure that, now that he has come 
hack, you’ll iind the place less boring I” 

“But,” the I’rinee tried to protest, "I never.” 

PhifTon interrupted him. 

“Go on! You won’t make me believe that von don’t gel 
bored there ! And so, monseigneur, you don’t feel shocked 
by Uncle Mare’s socialistic proclamation, As, it appears, 
it is socialistic?” 

‘‘But, I also, i am a socialist I” 

Oh I said Coryse, shocked, "Well, heller not to say 
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much in Ponl-sur-Sarlhc, it wouldn't look well ! Ah ! 
You arc a socialist, monseigneur ! Ami will mil that hl!uul 

; n your way to ruitfn? tin 

<•1 hope not ! Hut if Iluil should hinder me, i shall 

hand over to another- is not tluii the proper expression «* 

“Yes, monneirfiicur.” . , , 

"It will he :m easy matter, I have six brothers I Ami 
you, Mademoiselle (’oryse, you were on an electoral four 

when I had the pleasure to meet you?” „ 

"No 1 I had been on an errand to the Ikinleurs. 

“Ah I Monsieur de HarlU-ur. is lie not a very slim yonnrt 

man?” 

“Oh I sure ! he is slim ! ” 

"Does lie not alTeet the l\nglish style? 

“The Ponl-sur-Sarthe English style, yes!” 

“And he owns a line ensile, this man? >( 

“Fine enough but it belongs l<> b>s mother. 

“Is his mother a nice woman?” . . . 

“Oh I no! She is a tall woman and poses. She is turn, 
and majestic 1 And she puls on a melancholy an, as 1 
misfortunes bad just landed on her. When 1 speak to her I 
always feel inclined to call her •unfortunate princess, and 
him, the little man, he is nicknamed, in the town, a penny- 
As the Comte d’Axon hushed, Chiffon explained : 

"I am not wicked, nor a sneerer, you know?. No, but I 
can’t bear them-- -the Harllcurs I , 

“There are only the mother and son? 

“Only? That’s quite enough !” , , ,, 

“I will probably meet them at your mothers ball, on 

the day of the races?” . ... . , 

“Sure, you will meet ..them— hut what good will 

“I ft.nl curious to see; after having seen the Parisian 
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society that l know a little, the provincial society.” 

"Well, a lot of Mood it will do you ! If only you 
how mean and gossiping and Inning it is ! Hut [ 
iimierstand that, owing to your position, you are shove -a 
that.” 

"Hut 1 am not above anythin)' ” 

“Not outside anythin)*, yon mean? And |i st L'ti 
monscigneur I think it will he better if we do not Id 
that we had a ride together?" 

"Ah ! you are afraid of gossips?” 

“Oh ! not at. all I lint I am afraid my mother will take 
me awtiy if she hears about it.” 

“Then what must I do?” 


“Simply don’t mention it. As for me, I will only [ C || 
of it if 1 am asked, and as nobody will ask me ” 1 

“True. It is very unlikely that they will ^ucss l)ur 
meeting.” 

If perchaiu’e they do, we will admit it.” 

“We will admit it—-” 


llien that is agreed upon. And now we must separate 
before getting out of ihe forest ! I again heg vonr pardon 
for aH my lapses, monseigneur!” And laughing she 

ur 7 Anc mw (leul),y jo Your 1 li^lmcKK ! M 

VVtth a wide movement of his arm, the young I’rinee took 
olMus hilt and, hmtfhinji nlso, replied: 

‘I how deeply to you, mademoiselle Chiffon.” 



X 


Diking the nest days, GhilTun could not move a step 
without meeting young Barlleur. Besides, lie called on the 
dc Brays several times under the pretext oj errands on his 
mother’s behalf. And, one evening, coming into the 
drawing room about dinner lime, Doryse found him 
installed between M. and Mine, do Bray. Six hour earlier 
she had seen him arrive in bis small carriage, but she thought 
ho had left long before, and she slopped, speechless. 

"M. de Barlleur has kindly consented to dine with us," 
said the Marquise, who seemed to be in a charming mood. 
“We' will take him home to-night when strolling"-* 1 
During the hot season, M. and Mine, de Bray used to 
drive out: after dinner, taking with them Coryse, who 
loathed these outings. Sitting in the landau, facing her 
parents, she dared not move or laugh, and had to remain 
motionless and dull, as site always was in the presence of 
he Marquise, in fear of some dreaded scene. 

When Mare de Bray entered, his face expressed, at the 
iglit of young Barlleur, such amazement that Ooryse 
aaghcil. And, when her mother passed her arm under the 
Aconite's to the dining room, she remarked to Uncle Mare, 
die seemed irritated and discontented : 

“You did’nt expect that, did you?" 

He replied, without appearing to notice his brother’s 
nxious glances : 

“I see, so now lie is one of our household, a ‘penny- 
■orth of butter’?” 

“Not yet!" laughed Coryse, “hut he is trying." 

Uncle Mare stopped short : 

“What; do you mean?” he asked abruptly. 

M. de Bray entreated them, in a low voice : 

“Go in, children, do go in I” 
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“YVlint!" s:iid (lie Manpiisc in :m arid voice, poimind 
lo young Biirllour who was slill slamling by tiis chair, “ w | n| 
is stopping yon?” 

“M. do B.'irllcur is here, w, 'tiling for you lo sit down” 

I 'nun I lie momenl dinner lu‘g;iu, t he Vicomlo, p 
opposite dome kepi looking ill her admiringly, 
young girl, being short-sighlcd, <1 id not even suspect it 
lnit Mitre do Bray noticed thill affectation- :md appeuired 
iinnoyetl by it, 1 1 is irril.’ilinn even heennie so iippnient 
thill Chiffon who, at n shorl ilisliinee. could sec very well 
asked him suddenly : ’ ’ 

"YVhal's llie mailer with you this evening, Unde’-' You 
look so cranky!” ' 

Vexed, he replied : 

“Nolhing—or rather I have a headache.” 

Bui, despite this pretended headache, lie began In chat 
with his niece, and never allowed her to turn her face away 
from him. ’ ‘ 


Annoyed at (Ids atlilmle, which sfie judged lo lie a sligh 
to her protege, the Marquise attempted several limes to 
bring Chiffon hack lo the general conversation hut every 
time she slipped out of il, Thom, unable to obtain ;invt|iing 
by cleverness, Madame <le Bray decided lo smasl, her wav 
rhrouMli : 

Coryse! Your behaviour is allogeiher oiu of place! 
ou aie making such noise, we can’t hear ourselves speak I” 

V' 0 A ", "ol even completing the 

sentenco she Into! begun, and did mu open her mouth any 

Tim Marquise addressed her again : 

- I don’t mean you must not take you might rcplv 
0 J"; c,t5 Barfletir who said that ” 

Chiffon answered in a s<,f t ;, m | p „|j| c , nmv 
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'M tie BiivlU:'"' only ,a } k r 

^ w.ru>u;:rvr , nuJ * «.*■■ 

queried your cl,rni ' ! '’’- , ;im) Ml [, missive tone : 

She replied m ,lu ' >" m: „U right without 

■'Of nothing, iiioosicu i I 

inn. *> r 

remarked Madame de Kray Misirply- 

(,'oryse replied . pardon. ” 

"That's true, I was loo noisy - I : , , ' , 1r ,,. pla , Ci 

Heading her head down s.an.iK < * 

*■ k«" »*<;■« ! iu ['■, ;! cum.... »»• 

After scrvmi* the colfn- m -imi-t lini r, Btarinft at 

Iosif in l lie lounge. m a •» ' 1 ^ \ v)lidl ww not 

the stars which were still l».dc ■ torpor by her 

quhe <M J’cl . Sl,u •» .h»V» V', "In: ' 

'mollier wlm \v;ih volunuiui w 'l 1 11 n ,| le carriutte is 
"What! You are not yet ready t*. 
waiting ! You are so lieedless I h° ..g ,j| the 

replied the A rl w *‘ S for something 
same ! I'll be ready when >’«« u,nK l * 

lh U"f' Mu'rc’lan.li.lly ' l>»r« 5 k !‘'']*|; il L“'lu l! “mfnf » 
ingly asked dbiffon : 

“Wliat did you say? . - |( | t j K( t every evening, 

Unmoved, site repea « 1. 1 ‘ ohioct that you had for- 

yon come back borne to « Ant j this evening you 

gotten- -” Then she added 8° f tly • 

will come back more ,t hair once. pettinesses, which 

She was «Hudin 4 ^one^- h«r ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 
the Marcpuse thought ne\t 
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body, 80 convinced was she that she could fool nil who 
measured their wits with hers. 

Loving showy luxury, and everything Hint in her opinion 
was likely to dazzle or lascinnte “ilie public,” Madame dc 
Bray had by incessantly worrying her luishuml, arranged 
that he exchanged his carriages and servants' liveries, very 
simple and in good taste, for others that pleased her. The 
landau, blue and splashed with an enormous erest, and with 
red wheels, was as grotesque as a hackney carriage, hut the 
Marquise was never so happy as when she drove right across 
Pont-Bur-Sarlho in this ludicrous equipage. Thai was the 
reason why she compelled Coryso to join them in these 
drives which annoyed her so much. When she did not conic 
they had to use the victoria, which was of modest appear, 
ance. When Madame de Bray, silling in an affected pose 
in the gaudy carriage with its llaslty harness, stars, rings 
and crests, could parade before the restaurants of the place 
du Palais at the hours of “venuoulli” or "coffee, ’’ her 
joy was at its height. At six o’clock, and at eight, thu 
tables laid on the pavements were crowded with people. 
The officers and the dandies of Pont-sur-Karlhe fixed as 
.rendezvous Chez Gilbert the chic restaurant, or the Cafe 
Pornult. Instead of allowing her coachman to drive in a 
fine and well-metalled street, but somewhat deserted, that 
ran directly out of the town, Madame de Bray gave the 
order to go through llie square paved with small iinil 
slippery cobble-stones. And more often t tm ii not, on enter- 
ing one of the streets that would lake her away from her 
preferred quarter, she would start up, and order a return 
:o the house. 

Chiffon knew very well the "Oh I I have again forgotten 
my umbrella I” or It might lie: "my overcoat," or "my j 
muff, or even "my handkerchief I" which occasioned a j 
second and afterwards a third parade before the dear cafes. 
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Chiffon hnd a deep Imm.r of these exlnhilimis. am when 
.| |C perceived the enquiring faces turned •»wau!h <■ 
triage and heard the noise of the swords and spurs o 
^officers who rose up to salute them, she lowered 

eves, annoyed, and I lioiipjit : 

"How these people imisl laugh at us. 

She so simple and free from any desire to Hash was 
W«l, at having to he parly to these petty manoeuvres 
! which made her mother appear ridiculous. , 

The Marquis and his brother had duly noticed what the 
coachman and other servants had named: “the false start 
hut they had never communicated their reflections on llus 
subject to each other, and Chiffon’s reply surprised and 

amused them. . 

The Marquise marched up to her daughter and, uvjil 
with rage enquired, streaking so close that her lips near y 

touched the child’s impertinent little nose: 

, “Why should we, this evening, return twice rather Ilian 

once? Why?” , , , . r 

. '■ "Because,” Coryse replied, after haying made sure . tar 
young Harden r, who pretended Co he looking for his hat 
at the end of the drawing room, could not hear net, 
"because this evening, there in a ^ 'pennyworth of butter to 

be displayed to the population.” 

But, while explaining herself, it occurred to her hat she 
would, sUtintf side by side with the ViconUe in 10 1 uc 
carriage have, by and by, to pass before many people 
That would he quite sufficient to suggest a coming mairingo, 
and Cory so wished to avoid this at any cost, n ier own 
eyes she was still, the- "Chiffon,” or the urchin whom no- 
body took seriously. M. d’Aubieres proposal, and hathe 
do Ragon’s insinuations had taught her that now she wn, 
a young lady, and that the latter s protege would Pretend 
to be in love with her. Without giving her mother a 
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chance to begin a scene Chiffon exclaimed : 

“In any case, don't worry about me, I am no! going out 
with you. I am tired/* 

"That's a lie! Y 0 ou are never tired.” 

“All right I (Jail it a pretext! Well, without picloxt, I 
am not going out 1 his evening. 

“You shall go out !" 

“I ask you r permission lo slay.'* 

\ “Go and pul on your lint ! M 

As ChilTon made no move, I lie Marquise rashly got hold 
of her wrists. 

The girl jerked her hands free and cried : 

“It's ridiculous, you know, such intimate scenes in the 
presence of a stranger 11 

The Marquise turned towards M. tie Uarlleur, i uslantly 
changing her convulsed face into a smiling one. 

“Oh! M. do Harllem nearly belongs to our home!” 

“That may be/ said the girl, wishing, to make the situa- 
tion quite clear, “but he is not nearly a member of our 
family, and you often quote a proverb which says that one 1 
dirty linen must he washed in the house not in public.” 

“All right! all right !” 

After a pause, while the Mijrqnis and “a pennyworth o 
butter, ” with their overcoats on their arms, were awaiting 
the signal to start, the Marquise resumed : 

“If I insist: on your accompanying ns, ids because it is 
not proper that you should remain alone in the house." 

I always stay here, Besides, I am not alone since Undo 
Mare is hero." 

“Hut probably your Uncle will no niil. M 

Mare de limy answered drily ; 

^ °ti know well, my sister-in-law Mini I 
at night." 

1 hen I entrust Corysande to you." 


never go out 



M •!!•(> slmi ,{ ged bis sluniltH^'s and icplicd , 

A ,ittlc nervous, M. ^ ' | R>r I’ll make sure 

“Be cerium that l " 11 >■ 1 • . ()) . ,. iy w ith the lamp, 

she does n„| I fciy ,|,e 1,-mc! llial. I'» < ur “ 

.rf-.T It- I o ; Mm. .ml — "* '"" k 



*.«ma«c ll.i« ««>.»*. «»™ "k.c 

t,3r,£t rSirm* liimucH I-*-!. "« '»»>- 

irariml off ,i««mip«r Iwn* ■ J„, don't tldnk 

"You know, if you nave homumm- 

i, compulsory to »t«»y M ^ ^ ^ 
f, l Wilt* jusl *tl>ou I * work here ot* elstv* 

"01,1 me! Whether I *> W on. 

■where, It’s all ilic same to j m- 1 room ” 

in the evening you generally work in >o 
With a laugh he answered: . j n the winter, 

"Yes, hut -on sueh evening particularly placed 

nearly every evening, V»« !,r0 ' 

in my keeping as you are lk u , pc8 try-work, full of 

Ooryse went to fetch the l. *. J copying from the 

quaint animals and warriors I hat ^ ^ f t near Uncle 
designs of Bnycux hanging*, and came 

Mare. . ..nd looked, above his 

After a while ^ disordered hair which was 

newspaper; at the little he. 0 | oure d silks. 

attentively hent over the f ..; “ w hen before dinner, I 

“Chiffon,” he asked . « What ! Then 

referred to that young f»P * , vou answered, ‘not yet, but 

he belongs to .he house, now I you anss e 
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ho is trying to’ -” 

"Yes?” said tiio girl, raising her face. 

"Well,” he went on, hesitating a lilile, ‘‘I did not t|U - (( 
understand ,whal yon meant by that?” 

“I moan! that ‘pennyworth of butler’ would like lo niarn 
me.” ‘ J 

The Vieomle jumped lip : 

“Thai’s wlial I guessed ! And . . . and von are miking 
about il so i|ii icily I Marry you? That grolosime man? 
Hut it would bo crawl It would bo tnonslrons I” 
‘Therefore you need not worry about il in t lie* least -15 
howl! never marry me,” replied t'liifTon with a laugh, 

"Ah I” said Mare, reassured, “that’s belter!” 

She looked at hint alTeetionately : 

“You are very kind to feel so much concerned about 
me ! 

She remained silent a while, then went on : 

are ,lur rwiMm w, iv lie wants to marrv me” 

Me? 

'les, as soon as it was known that you had a windfall ih. 
rumour spread that I am to be very rich, ilia! von w C r« 

fortune"--'” " lviWv >’«>» 

“That is true.” 

Hut what about your children?” 

"What ! my children !” 

"No ! Rut after ydu get married ” 

Very 1 got'dT Tl ^i^nZcES/' 
<(T v . e T y t)00( ' ' I hen, if you will ” 

If I will?” 

1 Wl11 A ° mul ,ive wi,h 1 will look after ym tr 
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i hoi win i" mu '•' U . llur : 

'T I ' ivciiiv-hio I nhnll ccrminiy not remiiiii I « «• 
fflien I * ,n ii I M-u-e was nmvmiS she uddul. 

** , "i ' ti « lor 11,0 mi lie ol poor U«W, 

l '"' i "‘ 11,0 

will rcftrct his (ilullon 

tgZ+Z h-rt Where will you 

iliooAlil I nhoulil Mk Aunl MiilhiUlo and Uncle 
A „^'T. 11^ lia^ H.11 », V«U 

iT'^^Th...^ Verhw. If* » 

I can’t help .it I” 

She added, warmly : 

"I adore you, you see!” 

■I TnTd^U” ^orcl y M. Chilton." 
"OlTl'ond .If keeping hou»e |or your b h “; o t,Mc. U *ho 

S Mto Grilniiiille i„,d old Jem.” 

“Wellth-ilU ,’Z.ni? ‘ I M sure I dull never niurry- 
4 iloVuinow how .0 «PM» wh»« . «o,n 4 on 

lor i he oilier, he in n Mile monitor ! 

Ooryse laughed : n , ffl(1 1<» . 

“Go and tcl'l H to Madame Delorme 1 
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All! You hiivc lic;i id I hi- rumours \Uvi\> \v ( .n , 

Ik-lomw, who k „ .ill,. h, v „ 

, K T IW : «• «i i"“™' 

. 1,1 s " 'hoik. Ilm, still it's snouohinri sm11 .. 

limn flint oilier women nuiy love loo h u \ ' 

J feel 1 will never love jinybndy," * ' ° U Scc 

Me jisked, anxiously : 

m .Iroody i„ I,,,,- „i,|, 

th"l Doric More, lolly 

She won I on : 

No! I don t love anybody, lor imirriiipe | ... ,, 

instance Paul do l.i.ssv who Is said )( > |,, ^l, . ' \ 1 01 

i ni,n ’ M - ‘lew. whoso companv ,n-o,.i • Z f T* 
f wmHd not 1 1 :ive them. | | U1(1W Wl , M v , |-, n ’ ‘ >r : 

is ridiculous ;md | have no richt to | u . ’ . 

•ill, sueh , I, -,ee 

"Will, your hire?" nskeil Mure, smpris.-.l , 

you meiini* ' " lu| d« 

“Of course ! I niii utfly !" 

Stupefied, he shimmered : 

"0<ly? you, ugly?” 

Siidly she replied : 

or., ^ l ( uow ii well, ii nniioys me ipiiic «,• n< m>t j> " 

11 s your mother who (old you ,| n ,v , , 

contrary, yon are very pretty!'* * ' "" 1 ll ‘ 

really think soheause you Imv'rT ," U, ‘ 

yen,’ lime ;r S'lJZir'"" "« 

T*,"- Rcl,m «« Aobicrca l" 
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“I mean do you think that Auhieres, who is :i 
connoisseur, would have got so crazy about you if you were 
not pretty? No, it is necessary that you know what you 
realty are, and you may believe your old uncle who is tell- 
ing it to you.” 

"Then,” joyously exclaimed the girl, "the Chiffon is a 
pretty woman? a pretty woman I Mow funny! And 
how glad 1 am to he so ! And how thankful to you I am, 
for telling it to me ! But that will not stop me from keep- 
ing your house, rather the opposite ” and eoaxtngly : “I 

beg of you, Unde Mare, I beg you to say: yes? And till 
then, never leave me, never leave me here without you. 
If you knew how horrible for me they have been, those 
fifteen days ! I cannot do without seeing you ! I cannot !” 

Slipping down from her low chair, Corysc sat on the 
ground and laying tier head on the Vicomte’s knee she 
plaintively entreated, her eyes full of tears: 

"Never go away any more? Say you will never go away?” 
As, in a nearly brusque movement he tried to get up, 
she forced him to sit down again by wrapping her arms 
tightly around him, and asked : 

"You are dismissing me? Why are you that way with 
me, toil me ! Many times has it struck me already, yon 
are no longer the same. In the old days you used to make 
mo sit on your knee, you would kiss me-" 

He answered : 

"In the old days, you were small. Now you are no 
longer of an age for that.” 

She stammered, while two big tears rolled down her 
checks : 

"One is always of the age to be loved.” 

"But I do love you, I love you as much as I ever did,” 
replied Mare de Bray deeply moved, "only, please ! move, 
go hack to your chair — ” 



While he was trying to push her h:«ck the gale hell rang 
faintly, pulled evidently by a timid and hesitating hand. 

Uncle’ Mare shook ChilTon : , . . 

“Do get up, for heavens’ sake ! ^ on van t remain in this 

position! It’ may he n visitor coming !” 

She rose, and having already recovered her spirits, replied 

laughingly: ...... . .. 

"A visitor? Who could il he . . . nnmng the hell 

so ... as' if ashamed? It sounds like the cook’s young 
man, when the hell rings that way.” 

The servant came in : 

“Monsieur le domic d’Asen--- 

“Madame la Manpiise is out !” snapped Uorysc. 

“Ask him to come in !” ordered Marc, with apparent 

relief. , , 

“Oh!” said the surprised Chiffon, you arc receiving 

him?” 

And, in a sorry tone, she added : 

“It: was so nice, with just you ami me. 

Then, suddenly, looking anxiously at her uncle : 

“What is the matter with you? You are pale pale I 
have never seen you so yet?” 

"I am all right,” replied Mare, embarrassed. “It’s the 
heat. I’ll he all right in a iiiinule,” 

He went to meet the IVinee wlm was coming in, while 
Chiffon followed him with her blue eyes, now pensive. 

“Monseigneur, my sister-in-law is out. So it will he my 
niece who will introduce me to Your Highness.” 

And, its the girl scented to he, in her mind, a thousand 
tiles away, he called ; 

“Coryse ! Did you not hear?” 

Gaily, she ran to them : 

“Oh! You may as well say ‘Chiffon' ! Monseigncm 
knows it well ! Monseigneur, this is Uncle Mare, for whom 
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,-mi nre doing propaganda in tin: country." 

' * m | |o | lie Vicontle, wl*c* was listening hinpnscd . 
ft. Yen don't know yet ! It's true p.al I have not 
seen you alone since yesterday ! Well, imagine that. return- 
• 1 font lVtriletir's 1 found Mnnsuigmmr in the act of 
«. Ilinl Ilit-y «!»«'W vote f..r v>". 
Amt he was serving tlunn wilh ilnnkh I 
'Truly/' eoimncnml Mna 1 , "I iun * * ■ 

ChifTon interrupted liiin i . 

"Yes, but, you know, you must not lell litem at home 
tlmt ! met Monseigiteur and rode with him in the foies.. 

And l really rode with him." 

She turned to the IVmcc and concluded: 

‘'With Uncle Marc, it’s different. ^ on may tell him 

C ' Noticing that the Vicomlc was listening, looking serious 
and with his eyebrows raised, which in him was a mm> 

discontent, she added sadly. , 

"Kxcepr to-day however I Jo-day 1 don l , „ ‘ 

is the matter with him, lie does not seem o t • 

"I came," said the Prince, "to thank Madame -do Buy 

for her kind letter, she wrote to mo 1 no ?v " k| tf . 

"Again!” thoughtlessly exclaimed UulTon, thinking... 

"Then she writes him 'twice a. day!" 

"She, wished to propose to me, c011 1 , l ! 1 ijico certain 
d’Axon, “some invitations to her hai , woi t j. 

people invited," and, with that m v,cw » ® 1 J i . „ 
of sending me a 'list, which 1 have orout, i < • „ * ^ 

He laid an envelope on the jnhlc and, nso g s. , 

n °‘' V li l !t' V M<>m^nci.Yr“ •°in«ip!e<l Uncle. Marc, with a haste 
that surprised Corysc, "ll.yon arc not doled anyth tod wcct.l 

-o P». Grlbouille to 
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sleep, and (<> make sure (hat her llowers had been watered 
When she came hack, shortly after, the two men, who were 
talking about many things which interested them both, paid 
little attention to her. 

At eleven o’clock, when the I’rinee left, t'oryse asked 
Uncle Mare, who had accompanied him as far as the gate- 

“Mow do you find him?” 

“Quite intelligent and nice . . And, suspiciously, h e 
risked : “Why did you tell me the opposite?" 

“The opposite of what?” 

“You said: ‘he is tall as a jack hoot, and dark dark' I” 

“Well I That’s true he is ugly! At least, I think so.” 

"Really ! And who is good looking, in your opinion?” 

“Well I I really don't know! Or, mav he von i” 

"Me?” .... 


“Yes, I’m not saying that you possess Urecian heauty' 
to I but I It nd you look well, as you are! Then, I hate 
an. ill men, delicate men, and the very young men ! A 
min only looks like a man alter the age of thirty-live." 

“What hard luck on Auhim-s that the age limit was not 
lushed ,a little further hack! As for the little Prince I 
ind him unite all right." 


So do 1 Hut I have only thought so since I had that 
ide with him." 


Uncle Marc again raised his eyebrows : 

“Yes! Ut u> talk about that ride. Really somethin 
jour mother is right !. You behave like a badly brought ti 

. , ymu ' ^ is i{ «»rrecl to run about in a fores 
done with a young man? 

“Oh ! A King 

in • «** a km i* . ...»?■ 

«V 5 ?■ VVcl1, 1 Wi,s '«>• alone." 

ou had Jean, had you not? that old fogey !" 

Racily the girl said : K i 
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“How wicked you arc getting ! llow wicked !” 

“Wicked? Because I do not applaud your whims? 
Because 1 do not encourage you to flirt in the I orest with 
birds of passage ” 

“Now he is jus! a bird of passage ! A little while ago 
he was a gentleman !” 

The Vieomlc got quite angry. 

“[ am getting tired of your ill-manners. May he it is 
true that I spoilt you, that I laughed at your tun-awny-foal’s 
ways, which are no longer funny ! That I encouraged your 
had instincts? But, it that is true, it I am to share the 
blame for what is happening to-day 1 feel sorry for it, very 
sorry indeed I" 

la his harsh voice, one could yet detect tears. Chiffon 
tried to take his hands but he rashly drew them back. 

Then, rigid in front of him, the prey to an intense 
emotion which she wanted to hide, site weakly stammered : 

“But that’s not possible ! They changed you during 
your journey — Uncle Mare ! 


XI 


Till*: day of the dinner at the Barfleurs' M. do Bray had 
n serious cold which had swollen his nose and nearly closed 
his eyes, and he declared to his wijc that he was unable 
to go out. He had fever and would go to bed. The 
Marquise protested : 

“That will be too bad for the Barfleurs I We were 
fourteen people, Madame de Rarflcu r told me so. 

“What about it?” 
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"Now we wilt be thirteen ;tl the table, naturally | 'I'licy 
can’t find another tines t two hours before the time of the 
dinner.” 

“I am awfully sorry, Inn I feel too ill to Mo.” 

Laughing, he added , 

"You believe that, being thirteen at table, one of y (m 
wifi die within a year? Well, 1 am sure that if 1 were to 
Mo there I would die of it although (here were fourteen.’’ 

"If Coryse would replace you?" suggested the Marquise. 

"'I'hat, never!” said the girl, with conviction. 

M. do Bray insisted : 

"My little ( hiflon, it will be so nice of you if you w i|] 
Mo!" 

"Oh! No! please don’t insist.” 

And, imnMinitiM that she had found an excellent pretext 
for stayinM at home, she explained : 

"I must dine with Uncle Mare, as otherwise he would he 
quite alone, since you are go mg to lie in bed.” 

Unde Mare, wlm so far had not appeared to hear what 
was being said, promptly protested : 

"Not at all! Don’t you worry about me! What a silly 
idea I One would really think that l am in need of a maid!" 

"No, but you always say that you don't like to be alone 
at table.” 

"I never said so !” 

Oh I said (JliiUon. "Not once, but a hundred times 
you have said it.” 

“Well, I didn’t know what I was snyinM ! And, look! 

/, you w . ou ^ J )c n Aooil C!IntT<)n l ynu should tfo to that } 
dinner with your mother. You should Mu there to please 

The child looked at him with deep astonishment, almost 
suspicion, in her eyes. 

"How is that?” thought she, "after all he told me two 
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(lays ago about little Barflour and this marriage idea, ar 
all that, now he is sending me there ! Me, who am ncv< 
taken anywhere and it will look as if I am running ath 
him!'* 

She answered : 

“In any ease I cannot go to Barfleitr’s this evening.” 
“Why not?” asked Madame tic Bray. 

"I told you the other-day, I have no dress.” 

“But what about the dress your father is giving you?” 
“I ordered it for to-morrow. It is not ready yet.” 

“In this case, your Pompadour frock can soon he don 

up.” 

“Now that everybody is used to seeing me in long frocks 
(or a year past it; will he found surprising, with goot 
reason.” 

She added with a laugh : 

"All the more so because, if the frock is not tied with 
strings to my shoes, my knees will he seen when I sit down.” 
Uncle Mttre got up. 

"Go and put on your hat. I am taking you out with 
nic, and I promise you that you will have a dress by this 
afternoon.” 

"Oh!” said Coryse, still resisting. "Are you also deter- 
mined to send me there? Well, I will go, since you want 
it.” 

And, leaving the room, she said to herself with a glance 
of reproach to Marc who was avoiding her eyes : 

"Me docs not want to remain alone with nie like the other 
evenings. But why docs he not want to?” 

Tho Vicomte took Chiffon to the best dressmaker of 
Pont-sur-Sartho, whom she only knew by name, and whose^ 
stairs she climbed with respect. 

Not only did not Coryse’s modest allowance allow her to 
got her dresses from Madame Berlin, but the Marquise 
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Jiorself did not p.'ltronize ll.e great dressmaker. Eniiicl 
devoid of taste, incapable of discerning I lie graceful ness o 
a well-cut dress from the ugliness of an ill-lining one; neve 
understanding the effect of the different colours )r j m 
mi tigs, and only minding the materials in her idea, feminint 
toilet: was reduced to ‘'what prmhieed an impression/' an 
what did not. When she said of a dress or a garment- 
“it won’t be noticed/' it did not matter to her that it W a; 
a deliciously made article, it was considered a negligible 
quantity and, when seeing it later on on a well-dressed 
woman she would exclaim ; It s most surprising! 
Madame X— spends so much on her toilet and vet she 
always wears frocks that will never draw anyone’s at ten- 
tion!’’ According to her, those tailors ami dressmakers 
who charged high prices for their work wen; “thieves " 
She only admitted flu: market value of the cloth and tlie' 
length to he used, and it would have been useless to explain 
to her the difference the cut produced. 

She was the same where art was concerned. Never, 8 h c 
used to say, would site understand that even among* the 
very rich people anybody eould be stupid enough to Pilv 
lfteen thousand francs for a portrait when one could lie 

" i m i ‘T?. , J’ ,1US!tntl ’ i,ml "tnm.vcr, more 

embellished. A novel, if not crammed with fads and 

mlngues, was in her opinion "hollow/* She often declared 
that she did not comprehend “how anyone could like Loti 
who was badly wanting in imagination/' 

aiv/XTf 1 •' * "«» «■' * material* and 

give them to incompetent women of Ihmi-sur-SmUtc who 

utned them into frocks that lilted her very Inidlv. diiffon 

h I the same, with similar results, except that the cloths 

T 0 /" l,c '"“ '»•">. «n.l Hut ,| laiw , „|„j, 

only va«y o^.liZ, ^“ClT 
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When Uncle Mure enlcml, followed by Itis niece, 
Mfitbttne Berlin's salon, it surprised Corysc to see that the 
saleswomen knew him. Immediately, her brain began lo 

"Wlisil on earth could have brought him to a dressmaker 
before this? And il was a dressmaker wlm did not work 
for Madame de Bray, or l.uce de ( iirvy who was extremely 
simple in her dresses, or even Madame de Bassigny who 
m afraid of meeting there some YoeollosV’ 

And, while awaiting Madame Berlin who was busy will) 
aiineonc else, (’liilTon asked Mare curiously: 

“They know yon here? How is I h;it r*” 

"1 came here before I I designed some costumes for 

the tie I .tissue's ball, Iasi year " 

She corrected : 

"One cost nine, nol some ! A cs, I remember now, one 
for Madame de Liron- '' 

'Tiers, and others ” 

"No, hers and none oilier ! ft caused enough sensation, 
you know I” 

"Don’t talk so loud !” 

“Nobody is listening,” said Chiffon, pointing to the 
shopgirls who were coming and going through the salon. 

She remained absorbed and silent a little while, and then 
whispered, as though continuing a conversation with 
herself : 

"Here is another who deceives her husband, Madame de 

Liron I” , 

"Will you he quiet:?” exclaimed Uncle Mare, glancing 
around with a worried look. "Don’t talk so, for goodness’ 
sake.” Then quite angrily he added : “Young girls must 
not talk of things of which they understand nothing, or 
should not understand — ” 

"I know well that I ought not to understand them, and 


M.c. 9 
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moreover l don’t understand mudi of i hem H„ t r > 
something, don’t I? Ami, unless you slop i„ y , vlri! 2 
oollomvool like cousin Maine's •” ‘ " 

“One only hears wliat om: listens to!” 

“Ah, surely not ! I never listen ami vet I always heir 
And sometimes I would rather not ! h’ur instant n 
time when Madame de {.iron ” U ’ 11,11 

“I forbid you to mention names ! You might he heard 
by a servant, a chambermaid anybody of iier household* 11 
Anti do yon imagine that they don't know everythin* 
that goes on, her household people, wliat their ’lady’ does?'’ 

In any case it is not necessary that they should hear it 
from you, 11 

“Or from yon, especially, eh?” Visibly unnerved s | ln 
■M: "Mo,™,.,,. I linn', „. hy ^ * 

ta1km#t about her Madame tie I .iron?’’ 

The door of one of the lining rooms opened, and young 
Madame tie Imam wrapped in a pink danxe cloud,' blew 
m hke a storm, followed l.y Madame Merlin : 

I have been (old you are here, and I would not Id V o« 
go without good morning I” 

CliiL"!‘ 00k „l, 

Good morning, Mademoiselle Corvse” 

Then, to Mare : 

"You came to order a frock?” 

He answered, hesitating ami uneasy : 
i came for my niece- ” 

The young woman burst out laughing. 

. y° u are acting the mamma! 'How lonehimi' !” 

4»r' “ « viS'U * 

ch»rXl° m|,li '" C ""'' morcovwl 1W <lnw!tar i, 
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(lid "■ !•«»• Sl "' 

th , win) war. very pretty. pl»n»P "" h 

Ccs 1 lor brown hair curled over a sollly shaped lore- 
She had lit mu and sni'ilm;-; dark bn.wn eyes, a ' ul 
e, t, ‘ , vrrv small ii.o.illi which wms rharm.HK as 

f :i1 ; ' rh ;. \ U< 1 open it, and :< beautiful complexion. 

£j™l.i,:r«. rimml (m,l plump. ">ul.l l“'">' 

I-. whs widely decollete. Her cars we.o ll.U .ml 

colourless, slanting backwards more l ban (bey 
1M | nl need loo far from her hair. 

Such as she was, however, ChilTm, understood, al hone, . 
,he did not care for ibis style of womanhood, (hill she w.t. 
m nrelly and musi he very pleasant. 

As Mare remained silent, the young woman went »» l • 

« "You will tie I her something pink, I hope. \ ink is lit 

W nr lo suM u .kin like l.un, And ! u» ly I A. 

fern ii would l«; polilu lo lull mu «'hul you Muuli «'( my 

frock!” 

lie replied absently, 

'‘Quite well done !” , 

“Reallv, nidging from the. way yon sav so, one won d J 
think sol It’s for to-morrow, for your sister-in-laws naii. 
Ah! I just remembered, We are dining together tins evening, 

lit llarlleur’sV” > 

“No, I don’t dine mil much, as you know; mot cove 

tm in mourning \ n 

“Yes, that’s true. I have not seen you since >ci 

etunictl,’' T , . ... . n 

“1 only came hack yesterday, and I cannot go visiting ytl. 

“f suppose not.” . . , . 

She went lo feel some cloth that was unfolded on an 

,rm-ehair and, passing him, she whispered j softly : 

“Hut vou could have met me otherwise. 

Uncle Marc; glanced furtively towards Chiffon, trying to 
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guess whet lief she Iwul heard or mil. 

Very white, close-lipped, staring at the Dour, motionl. 
;is a statue, the girl seemed unconscious of anything Ot 

the quick heal of her temples showed life in her, aiul m! 
thought : >‘11 

“Her mind is in the clouds she has not heard.” 

Madame de I, iron, returning from her inspection of il 
cloth said : 

“Hut your hrolhei and sister-in-law will dine there |h 
evening, will they not?” 

“M'y hrpther is not well. My sister-in-law will g„ iu, 
with my niece.” 

“Oh ! It was to he, if I am not mistaken, MadumoiscH 
-oryses debit I in society? I will he delighted to he wit 
her this evening.”. 


Million bowed thinking : 

“Well, it’s not the same with me. then, because now 
have heard that she will he at the dinner the outlook seem 
to me to he worse titan ever ! M 
Uncle Mare spoke to the dressmaker : 

Jell me, Madame Hertin, when may ! consult you? I 

iHwnL n’T’ t n T cl - ! ' l ! r ° SS f ° r ,ny " im ‘ an 'l imi« have 
•'w no '.T'm 1 1K :ill ' o:ul - v one.” 

Well, said Madame de I.iron, ”[ surrender Madame 

^’toX ilS?' 1 Bml !U " :,n - V *** 

^ :t, ° !l!dccd * "whai can you suggest?" 
we cinno/nol (<> yHn lc:d ‘ Zo ' Monsieur le Vicomte, 
can onlv ^ ?’ <>H “ f ™ fc ln h >* five <>'dock. Wo 
d'Avcsncs and ifT* " 0UI ' nio,lwl8 011 Miulomohdk 
imsulS ill *»•«■ w 1 c ’ -H, Ills tier we cun 

«w lt - your modcl8 arc Med ?” 

’ few have been worn by our mannotiuimt k 
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ilicm .o " K,n ‘" C l| " iU! 

‘i-O* «'* : 

nT|,,, rti is n pink (rock wlmn » r 

4„ !•• almiplly ™lah"«l " '’" ,k ,mL • 1 

«... .ic "ri,."' 1 ; 1 ,, 

, A "You will i>ci her something m pinkr* i mil 

S, ... «■«> ™ •>"- - ihan 

- — "'*• 

Tclmi’l care,” Raul riiiffon, “any <'">oiir >' <H ’ like csccpt 
ink.” 

And she added : 

Oncol !l". <lrt. «» hri«f« J *"*• 

«c silk mmdin. Madame lfertm opened " duo '' • l "‘ l 
iking I'oiyse through it • 

“Will Mademoiselle try it <»f 

Seeing that Mare was not moving abked h i . . 

“Are von not coming in. Monsiem le Vitomto. 

Unde Mare followed her, and ft in !l " ,,n ^ k 
room, where already Ghiffon. rtcJlmR 

spread on Hie floor :U() " n j 1L ’tr, which her stockings 
in a short petticoat and a silk jcu.cn to wn 

were attached , n charge of the child's 

pSal^itnfM never to.cratcd that she should wear 

corsets, garters, or hoots. ■ J)m | unhealthy. 

w IIe declared depressed the form and 

or ope-d .he ah.pe ,d anUle. 
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and insteps so nmeli as bools did. lie might, in ciiscq 
need, allow corsets or boots to conceal imperfections b n 
never, garters. Consequently ChilTon bad grown ()l 
unhindered, and when, at the age of twelve, her ntollie 
taking her hack home again, hail wanted, according to hei 
expression, “to make her a waist," the little one, unabl< 
to stand any discomfort, had struggled with such extra 
ordinary violence that her mother had had to yield 
Chiffon, moreover, explained her refusal to “wilfully nui 
her body out of shape." 

I want, she used to say, "to have the waist that God 
gave me, which is mine and not a copy of the neighbour's j 
I don’t say I am heller shaped than she is, hut I like myset 
better as 1 am ! At least 1 don't look as if I bad swallows 
a walking stick !" 

And looking furtively at Madame do Kray's waist slit 
would conclude: 


I think that a big chest and large hips with a narrow 
waist make a horrible combination ! It looks like a pillow 
bound tight in the middle!” 


After Chiffon had donned (he very simple little dress 
with superimposed cloudy rows in the skirl, falling straight 
down, and with a flounced corsage which draped her hast 
Madame Kcriin exclaimed : 

It does lit very well I Only a few stitches are needed ! 
Uf course, with a nice waist everything lits ! Audi 
mndemmsede has such a line waist, is it mil so, Monsieur! 


Yes, certainly” stammered Marc, who was seeing as tit 
a dream Chilton # Iriiiitifonunlion. 

her'nrcft elegant and well-made dress, out of which appeared 
., her arms, rather thin hut well-shaped, 

5 ® f/ Ul , ,0 ° ked tHfiferent from whal she usually did 
that Uncle Mare told himself : 
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"Tliov will not reeoflime her this uveninR ! 

jist then the salon door opened and Madame do lux , 

^•'avM'OH di' need of any flood adviceV” 

“No, thank yon,” answered Mare, very led. 

The younn woman then saw Ooryse, and a ood a 
petrified. ’1'hen violently uhuttinfl the dom , s ie a o 
to the VieonUe : 

“Widl l bet you’re not fletttnfl boico I . 

lS nii.it* later walking, will. Undo Mnro ... the 

rue des Girondins, Chiffon declared, without even naimiiR 
]ue tics uiumuit. , Mill t i u u he was thinkinfl 

the you nfl woman as she was cuum m.u 

°'..aTm|, c „„„o the worn, rather tree with yon I” 

Me replied, sullenly : 

“She is free with everybody I . . „ . . 

The Rirl shook her head, tondinfl her hflht hair flymfl 

about it. 


XII 


As anticipated hv Uncle Mare, Chlllon was hardly 
As antic pa c . thc Barfleur'a hall assumed 

nSSJil^ " ITowovc mistrustful of I, erf 
i t x ..noiiypfl (ho sensation she was pioduciryj. She 

t S^hc M M.a.»» fcJS-j. - 

%Tnr;rt fl ^ - 

A, h ho Mnrquisc. the ndmlmtlon insptred by he 
tkiwthter w» enraiturM her. Not boh* redly wicked bo. 
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merely vain and silly sin; fully enjoyed everything || K „ • 
any way contributed to throw her into the limeUaiu” 
Ohiffon’s success was Haltering to her. The elongated noses 
of her excellent friend ihissigny ami of young Madame do 
Uron greatly rejoiced her, and she was benevolently Ieoh 
ing at ChilTon who, welksnrroiindod, was receiving coni 
pliments with a surprise rather than shy stiffness. ' 

On their own side the Ihirllenrs were very uneasy ov Cr 
this unexpected transformation. They thought that even if 
her people would agree to give them Chili'on when she was 
only rich, they might refuse to give her, now that she was 
also pretty.^ Madame dc Ibirllcur, irritated by the sight 
of M. do Treno, the handsome hussar whose company 
people were fighting for, and M. de licrnny, the late Deputv 
of the Right, and the Comte de (.iron, brother of Madame 
do Tamil's husband, "llm biggest parlv in the locality " 
all eagerly pressing around the little d’Avesnes girl rilled 
Coryse and made her sit dose to her. in 'order (<> 
watch her. Chilton docilely obeyed, it was immaterial m 
her whether to sit here or there when slie had not Unde 
Mare, or her papa, or anyone she loved, to talk to, 

, ', 18 tn J° <h,1t tIl f rc wt ‘i‘c litr cousin dc l -ussy, Genevieve 
aind her brother, hut Corvso was not greatly attached to 
Genevieve, « handsome and wide-awake girl, two years older 

h A, T I',?!’ l "’ "V 11 lril ' l!s =”»> Kui'iety. 

At Madame do ltarllcur. honrlna the dmlind ,,i 

Cj ™ aM ; 7 10e s <)n , *' L ‘ y«nl exclaimed : 
rctimlcd. ,C ' C h ° '' ' ' “ “ ,rai ' 1 h ‘- »'W" ""I have 
w “’ “'Vilitini 'villi iiuiirieix-me the arrive) 

o Iho lmunctt. m <reo ,| y „, rpri , t ,| ,„ „ " 

■Oh i lh “, t f; *l>™* «l> and run ray i„j , 

Ul 1 £tnd I am to see von !" 
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The colonel line! stopped, surprised; fnil inrt to recognize, 
,it first, Oorysc in the elegant person who was so warmly 
welcoming him. And when, seeing the flying hair and the 
little face that was smiling at. him, he realized that it was 
really “the Chiffon” standing before him, his long and 
serious face expressed such Ureal surprise that Corysc, 
guessing the cause of it, exclaimed : 

“What ! You also you cannot make me out?’’ 

Suddenly it occurred to her that she was curiously 
observed, anil she heard Madame tie I’nss'tgny tell the 
Marquise while leaning towards her : 

“She is right 1 At least your daughter does not pout at 
her jilted suitors 1” 

Madame de Rray, irritated by Chiffon's behaviour, 
answered : 

“She is ridiculously childish for her age!’ 

And Coryse thought: “This time, they will he right in 
chiding me, I’ve been tactless.” 

The Due d’Auhicros was remaining a little moved and 
troubled, being so unprepared to meet Chiffon here, who 
never went to anybody’s, and moreover be had never expected 
to see her almost as a woman, well dressed, hei long hail on 
her shoulders being all that remained of her former 
appearance. 

But, as he looked at her more attentively, lie felt him- 
self growing more calm, and more resigned to his loss of 
her than if he had found her as he had last seen hei. 

If he had thought himself, once, very near the little 
penniless Chiffon, he now found himself very remote from 
the rich Mademoiselle d’Avesnes. She seemed to hjm to 
bo but a re-incarnation of a formerly loved being. 

He examining her with an amazed, nearly lcspectful, 
curiosity, and little, by little he felt that the passion which 
bad driven him towards Chiffon was weakening. 
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“What is I he mailer colonel?” empmed Madame do 
Bassigny, “are you t i reel after yonr journey? 1 ' 

“No, madame,- why do you ask? 0 

“Oil ! You seem all strange!” 

Me bowed. 

“ft's prohnhly an air that is natural lo me. But tiredness 
lias nothing to do with it/ 1 

Madame de Jiarlleur, who eould not, however eagerly she 
wished it, place Coryse by the side of her son, had at least 
tried lo avoid the alarming danger of the handsome de 
Irene or M. de Bernay, both of whom were marrying men 
and dowry-hunters, Therefore she had installed the little 
d’Avesnes between the Due d’Aubiercs who was safe, and 
M. de himn. 

During the dinner ChilTon, delighted to he near the 
Colonel, bad gaily chatted on every topic dial interested 
them: Uncle Mare, C.Jrihouille and Josephine, and also 
painting and hooks, M, d’Aubieics, being more cull tired 
and intelligent than most society men. Towards the end, 
while conversation was getting more noisy and nobody paid 
any attention to them, ChilTon had, in whispers, related the 
courtship In which “the Barlleurs” subjected her, Father 
de Rugous insinuations, and the little manoeuvres against 
which she hail to defend herself. 

f< And, asked I lie Duke, “what does Mare say to all thisV M 
lie finds it all idiotic, as you may well imagine. And 
yet, it is he who made me dine here this evening, and gave 
me a dress for if, 1 don't know what’s the matter with 

him hut he is changed, he is no longer the same towards 
me. 


"How is that?’ 1 

"T could not: really explain it, he is whimsical, he gets 
hard with me when [ don't deserve it. ft's trilling, may 
he, hut yet it's something M 
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,l I will go l<> see him to-morrow morning, I said good- 
bye to him so hurriedly, I lie day 1 ran away-” 

“Talking almut dial,” asked Chiffon timidly raising her 
clear eyes to the duke’s, ‘‘you are no longer aggrieved, l 
hope?” 

He frankly answered : 

“ ‘Not aggrieved’ is not quite amirate, but at least I am 
wiser, and I thank you for being sensible for the two of us.” 
“That's good.” 

After an instant she went on : 

“You were saying that you will see Uncle Mare to-morrow. 
It will be the Sunday of the races.” 

“Yus, I will eall on Mare in the morning.” 

“You know that in the evening there will be a ball at 
home? That will be a boring affair I Ah I another thing. 
He is quite nice, the little Prince you sent us, and the ball 
is given for bis benefit.” 

“You find him nice — my little Prince?” 

■ "Yes, now! At first I found him dull, Init now we are 
very good friends.” 

After dinner, Madame do bar (leu r asked Chiffon- to serve 
the coffee with tier son, then she enquired : 

“Will you allow smoking, mesdnmes? If so the gentle- 
men need not leave us.” 

Coryse, who hoped that the smoking room would rid her 
of the '‘pennyworth of butter,” whose languorous airs and 
sentences veiled in mystery irritated her deeply, made a 
grimace and went to sit in a corner, aloof while Genevieve 
do Hussy, already quite a society lady, and fully launched out, 
was correctly flirting, while occupying with Madame de 
Limn the centre of a group of men. After a short time 
Madame dc Bray signalled to Chiffon to come to her, and 
angrily whispered to her : 

“For heaven’s sake, don’t stick in a corner without 
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speaking. Yon look like ;i goose!" 

“What do yon expect me lo talk about?” 

“About anything! Just lake part in the conversation !*' 

The young girl, perplexed, went to sit down again. She 
did not know the art of talking to say nothing and, her 
mind having so far been mostly occupied by her studies 
and childish or intellectual subjects she was at a loss as 
to how to break into a purely social conversation. 

She remained silent yet for some time, vainly trying to 
discover an occasion to put in a word or two. Then she 
gave it up, in spile of her mother's furious glances. 

While site was dreaming of Uncle Mare who, at this 
moment, was presumably rending his newspapers, or <>[ 
Grihouillc who was probably eating his soup, site noticed 
that a certain agitation was occurring in the room. 
Following a discussion concerning the genuineness of n 
portrait of Henri IV hung in front of her seal, young 
Barllour look an enormous lamp which seemed loo heavy 
for him and, climbing upon a chair, tried his best lo throw 
a light upon the painting. The. King's face detached itself 
well, seeming to stand out from the dark old canvas. 

(jhiiTon, staring at the features exclaimed amiably : 

“Here is a king who had not got a I’roleslaul's bobbin- 
Henri IV!*’ 

I he remark produced a chill, and ('billon, at once aware 
of it, suddenly remembered that the de I .irons were 
Protestants. Intending lo alter the course of ideas, she said 
again : 

“Yet still it’s on account of him that I have such a ridi- 
culous name!" 

Impressed and gracious, young Ihirllciir asked her: 

( VVhat! a ridiculous name?” 

"Well, my name is Corysa.ulc, did you not know it?” 
c$, Mademoiselle/ 1 did ! Hu i ii }k not ;i ridiculous 



name, on t lie contrary il is charming. 

•‘Oh! That's ;i question of taste.” 

“And why is '• on nci-mint of Henri IV that you have 

been given this name you dislike V” 

s,i aunt ;nut:sm|l m ili«»oi|i|i: ‘uiti| jo tuno.ui: it"*! H„ 
n ( ii - it’s in remembrance of ‘la hello Corysande •••• 

And, seeing that “pennyworth of hut ter” did not under- 
stand, she repeated : 

“ Mat belle Cmysande.’ Don’t you know? 

Without conviction he answered : 

“Certainly.” 

“Ah! It seemed that you are not quite conversant with 
that story? Well, la belle Corysniulc was the Comtesse 
de Quiche, and she was tin Avesnes’ godmother- in 158.. 
Since then, till the Avesnes have called their daughters 
Corysniulc, it’s a tradition I” 

“Perfect ! But still I don’t see how llontWV counts for 

anything in--” „ 

“Whitt did I toil you? You do not seem to know, 
laughingly exclaimed Chiffon, “Henri IV was something in 
it, heeause it’s on account of la belle Corysande s fame that 
it’s nattering to have her for a godmother and that the 
tradition was cstablished-and she is famous, la belle 
Corysande, beetmse Henri TV don t you know-—. 

“Certainly, certainly I” quickly interrupted Madame de 
Harfleur, fettling that her son’s ignorance might bo unduly 

exhibited. , , . 

Although very ignorant herself, she exactly realized the 
danger and possessed in a high degree that silent tact that 

women usually have in such cases. . , 

The Due d’Aubiercs looked at the other portraits and 
enquired pointing to a General of the Empire. 

"Who is this one?” 

“That,” replied “pennyworth of butter, looking scorn- 
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fully at the dumpy ancestor, loaning on his sword, in a 
‘General Fournicr-Sarlovc/.c-dc-gros at lit m. I o “ I hat, is my 
grandfather.” 

“Qli!” said LhilTon, startled, “well lu: does not look 
much like you !’’ And continuing to examine the General 
with respect: she added: “It’s not: surprising that these 
men did great tilings I” 

“It is only unfortunate, “ replied Barilcur, “that those 
great things were done for Bonaparte's glory 1“ 

“For the glory of France, von mean?” corrected 
Chilton. 

“No !’’ replied young Batllcur, happy to hold at last a 
topic of conversation. “They only served Bonaparte, and 
Bonaparte will never he, in the eyes of the world, anything 
but an usurper, an enemy of France ” 

“In . the eyes of society people, you mean?’’ exclaimed 
Chiffon, whoSBs ears were hecoiniitg scarlet, “an enemy of 
France, the KmperorV And it’s the people returned from 
Colilcnlz who dared called him so ! Those who rejoiced 
to see France invaded! And to arrive at a smart result: 
Louis XVIII!” 

Little Barfleur declared with unction : 

“Louis XVIII was a great king !” 

“A great king I” said Coryse, “a great king, that empty 
bladder? In reality, you make as much of him as of a 
black cherry I You defend the king just as you go to 
mass, — as a matter of fashion, and as it is not thought chic 
to he an Imperialist — hccuuBO the Imperialists are all broken 
down and swaggering.” 

“ 1 hanks on behalf of the imperialists, mademoiselle,” 
said the Due d’Auhieres, hawing to her and laughing. 

Madame do Bray sprang towards Chiffon and, whispered 
threatening “Shut tip! You are perfectly ridiculous I” 

The girl answered with sincerity : 



“That docs not surprise me ! But why do they make it 
ugjimo to rim down my emperor? A ml then, it’s you who 
told me to talk, to say anythin,'’, luit to talk !” 

Seriously fearing that her offspring might engage in 
.mother conversation, Madame dc Barlleur (imposed, 
sitting at the piano : 

“There arc three girls who can dance, here. What about 
a turn of waltz for the young people,” 

Immediately, le bean 'I rene, M. do Bcrnay, and the Comte 
lie Limit rushed to Chiffon. Ihil young Harlletir, being 
nearer to her, promptly seized her. 

Feeling herself thus caught by her waist, Ooryse stiffened 
licrself and cried : 

"No, — I--” 

She was going to say: “I’m dancing with M. 
d'Auhiercs,” and summon him*, with a sign to come and 
rescue her, but she reflected that it would be useless. How- 
ever vague were her notions of politeness, she understood 
(lint she would have to dance, at least one, with the master 
of the house. 

And, as he had stopped, speechless, she said : 

“Anyway it doesn't matter. Let us make a start.” 
Though young Bnrflcur was a had talker, he danced 
lenuti fully, and Chiffon experienced real plensuro in feeling 
icrsolf carried away through the immense drawing room, 

\t once her partner led her into the ill-lit gallery which, 
ic said, was more roomy. 

But, what about the others?” asked Chiffon, looking out 
o see whether Genevieve de Lussy and Madame cle Liron 
rere following them. 

The Vieomte stopped, leaning out of the door to call the 
'altzcrs. 

“They are coming I”, he said 

Holding her waist again, he resumed dancing. 
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But they remained alone in the largo bare room. 
Madame de l.iron only liked waltzing before spectators, 
and Madame de I -ussy, who knew her daughter well, did 
not allow her to stray away from her maternal eye. 

“They find her very pretty Madame de I .iron, don’t 
they?” asked ChilTon. 

Since morning, the face of the young woman haunted her, 
and she could not help talking about her, 

Young Barllour answered, distractedly : 

“It’s mostly your Uncle de Bray who find her so.” 

“Ah!” gravely answered Uoryse. 

“Blit you. Mademoiselle, what do you think of her?” 

“Too plump. And you, what do you think?” 

“Me?” answered he, pressing Corvsc lighter against his 
shoulder, “1 don’t even look at her. I can only see you ! 
It’s you who are pretty, so pretty!” 

Chiffon had not hoard. Engrossed, in the pleasure of 
waltzing with a good dancer, she was yielding herself to 
the enjoyment of it, frankly supporting herself on his arm. 

Emboldened by this abandon, he bent towards her, and 
whispered in accents which lie was trying hard to render 
passionate : 

"I love you !” 

Ho was speaking so close to her ear that she felt her hair 
blown by his breath. Astounded, she stopped short, and, 
abruptly recoiling, she exclaimed in a dumbfounded and 
indignant tone: 

“Well I That's a stunner!” 



r,i,.; Marquise ran into the library where M. dc bray and 
Mare were smoking “Will yon please tell Corysaiulc that 
$he must come to the races? Now she is saying she won t 

, a 

%U„,” said Chiffon, who was coming in behind her 
mother, “I don’t see why l.’vc got to go to the races? 1 

never had to before.” 

“No, but, before you were a child.” 

The Marquis thought it best to speak : 

“Go, my Chiffon ! You who love horses 
"It’s just because I love horses that I don’t like races. 
It will not amuse me to see a horse kicking about with a 
broken hoof like at Auteui!, two years ago, the day you 

took me there.” . . „ 

“Hut such an accident is not boitrid to happen every time. 
"Such accident: or any other, it's all the same to me. 
Moreover it’s not only on that account that I will not go to 

the races.” , , • , . . , , 

“One must not say *1 will not £o , remarked M. dc 

Bray . 

Docilely, Chiffon corrected herself: “—that I would 
rather not go to the races.” 

“All! Then what is the reason?” . 

“It’s because it tires me to be always among a lot of' 
people! I only love to be alone and at peace— with my 
animals.” She looked affectionately at her stepfather and 
her uncle and concluded : “-or with you two, that s 
true! This morning, Mass; this afternoon, the races; this, 
evening, the ball! It's really too much for one day, all 
that!” 
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Madame ilc Bray exclaimed, raining her eyes i<> Heaven: 

. "The Mass! She puts the Mass in the same bag as the 
rest I” 

Chiffon was up in arms : \ 

"Yes, certainly! -when it’s Mass like this morning. 
You refused to let me go to Sa'ml-Mareien’s Church 
under the pretext that Jean was needed to help in the 
house- on account of this evening ’’ 

"Well?" 

“Well, you took me with you to the Jesuits, and mass 
at their place, it’s just ‘live o’elocks' that take place in the 
morning. People greet: each other, they wail for each other 
near the exit, to-day you spoke to more than lifly persons!” 

"but, you. also, you spoke to them, I don’t see what 
you have to complain about?" 

"But that’s just what I am complaining about, can’t vou 
see?" 

"I don’t understand what discomfort you should feel over 
meeting society people who . . 

"That’s a question of taste 1 ft wearies me terribly, 
And after seeing it at Mass and again at the hall I am sick 
of it— society ! 

"K I am compelled to go to the races, I will have been 
so bored in the open air I will fall asleep in the middle 
of the drawing room this evening.” 

This girl is beyond redemption!” said the disheartened 
Miarquisc. We must give up trying to obtain anything 
from her.” 

And she made a noisy exit, 

Ouf ! said Chiffon, stretching herself out on a large 
divan, “it’s done at last!” 

"I do not understand,” commenced M. do 'Bray, "why 
'ou will not go to the races with your mother, you—’’ 
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“Whiit ! You ilon’i understand? Then, go there your- 
il( for a hit.” 

"With nie it’s different ! I have an awful cold, and tins 
[turnon n I will hardly he presentable. ^ ^ 

"As fur me, I have not yet recovered from last night's 

lupcfying dinner 1” 

Uncle VI a re asked : 

"By the way how did it go on, yesterday’s dinner?” 

"In the most tiresome nfanner ! Fortunately, however, 
(, (PAubieres was there, otherwise. . 

"Ah!” said the Marquis, "Aubieres is back?” 

"Yes,” said Mare. "And he came this morning when 
hi were out. I le wanted to see you, to present his excuses 
r not having come in the other evening, to say good-bye 
your wife anti you, after his stroll in the garden with 
fhiffon. Pile fact is, lie was not feeling up to much, poor 
Mow.” 

He added with a laugh : 

"Can you guess what Chiffon had told him in the garden? 
lon’t even try; you’d never guess. She had said sweetly: 

‘I prefer to tell you the reason why T can’t marry you.' 
Veil, I don’t want to because I am sure that, if I did, I 
ould he false to you’.” 

“Oh !” said M. tie Bray, laughing, 
fiorysc shrugged her shoulders, 

“So it appears all that is funny! It would have been 
liter to let him presume a lot of things?’ 

“WeH,” said Uncle Mare, “I don’t see that: there could 
ive been anything worse to tell him?’ 

Alarmed, she asked : 

“Is he angry with me?” 

"Him? Good heavens, no ! The poor fellow would 
ivor dream of being angry with you, 

"Good I In fact, I was thinking: it’s not possible that 



he be finery with me, otherwise lie would not have been i 
nice to nie at the dinner. It was my good luck to sit ne: 
him!” 

“So all went well?” 

“Except. . . . then my mother did not tell you?” 

“I only saw your mother at breakfast. Von were thbr 
so you know we did not refer to yesterday. 

“Well, 1 put my foot into it a bit ! hirst of all, aboi 
Henri IV ' 

“About Henri IV?” asked the surprised M, do Bray, 

“Yes, because, when they were looking at his portrait 
said he had not. a Protestant’s bobbin. You will unde 
stand, as the de Lirons are Protest tints, it did not sound vci 
nice.” 

“Well !” said Mare, “if you did nothing worse I” 

“Oh I yes, 1 did! bill it’s my mother’s fault. She ha 
called me to tell me that 1 should talk, even if 1 had nothin 
to say. So, as soon as 1 had a chance, you can imagine her 
i jumped at. it !’” 

“Let us hear the second blunder?” Mare asked, high! 
interested. 

“It’s not exaetly a blunder, but I got angry and said Ihinjt 
I ought not to have said, and it all came out abov 
Napoleon.” 

“Oh!” said M. de Bray, seared, “if they attacks 
Napoleon !” 

“Yes, you know how that always upsets me.” 

“You behaved improperly?” 

“Well, that is, if you like — ” 

After a silence she declared : 

“At any rale T was more proper than the master of lit 
house !” 

“How is that?” asked the Marquis, astonished. “M. d 
Barfleur is correction personified !” 



with me, ill any case.” 

“What did lie do to you?” 

Flushing at the recollection of the events of the day before, 
[Ihiffon, still angry, said : 

“He ‘thoued’ me ! was that proper? 

“He ‘thoued’ you?” said Mare, annoyed. “How did ne 

'‘‘Well, as 1 may he thoued ! It happened while waltzing, 
ie had led me into the gallery, under pretext that there was 
tore room. Then, what was it that happened? Ah ! yes ! 
in began by telling me that: Madame de Liron was plumpish 
lliat is to say no, I’m getting mixed up, it’s I who told 
jin, that. He kept repeating that I was pretty, that none 

there were pretty ” , 

As she had stopped, Uncle Mare, worried, asked: 

"And after that?” . , 

I “And then, all of a sudden, he bent oyer me, and he told 
ne ” Imitating the appropriate voice which at that 
moment young Harden r had assumed, she whispered . 


love you’ ! 

Her tone was so comical that, in spite of his ill-humour, 
Unde Mare could not help laughing. 

Coryse, irritated, inquired of him and her stepfather : 
“Do you find that proper?” 

Conciliating as ever. M. de Bray replied softly : The 


English thou God !” ^ 

“They don’t know any better!” 

After a moment of reflection she asked : 
“Will it last a long time, that joke?” 


“What joke?” 

“Well, little Bardeur? It certainly will not flatter me, 
f people should believe that I could marry a pennyworth 


if butter’ 1” 

Timidly the Marquis whispered : 



“He is nice."' 

“Nice!” cried the girl, angrily, *\\icc ! He is grotesque 
And his style of dressing is ridiculous ! Besides, h, 
perfumes himself ! With white heliotrope, to make i 
worse!” 

“But, there are circumstances when a man may slight!; 
scent himself—” 

“No!” exclaimed Chiffon, whose temper was steadil' 
rising. “A man lias no right to smell of anything bu 
tobacco !” 

Then, to Uncle Mare: 

“That makes you laugh ! You think it funny ! More 
over, you are getting very unkind to me. Yes, unkind ! I 
started long ago, but these last few days it has become worse 
It’s since that evening when young Barlleur dined with us/ 

As the Vieomte was about to protest, she went on again 
annoyed : 

“I don’t mean that you are not good to me ! Ko 
instance, where presents are concerned, you gave me : 

dress -a very fine one, and i’ll wear it this evening, because 

it/s much prettier than the dress papa gave me, Yes, ytn 
give me things, but where loving me is concerned, it’ 
nowhere !” 

“But I do-” 

“No, you don’t ! And, to begin with, if you' loved me 
would you want me to marry a monkey like little Bartleur 
would you?” 

“But f never told you to” 

“But you don’t say a word against it, either ! And 1 
won’t have him -the monkey! nor any one else, either.” 

She marched towards Uncle Marc and went on, bitterly: 

And it s your fault if they arc worrying me, if they wan 

o many me- '“yes, it s on account of your dirty money ! 

Without it, they would all leave me in peace, as they die 



'*"£ i,,.,. face in her hands, she sobbed violently : 

. ’l eave her alone,” said Mare to M de bray who was 
• - nvor to the girl, ‘‘she is thoroughly unnerved. Let 

tt8 S;,ut n ! , o it™ UoMn^’ 

satartil. 1 -uhl'm he surprised if she were -Jm 


.■Y„„ are ma, !; \ hope it is 

' a^'de'Vrene* attest?’ That fellow will beat his wife and 
squander her down. Nor de ? Bernay r* She Kites 

hpocrites, nor de Uiron? An idiot. 

As his brother did not answer, he shouted to hin 


abruptly : 

“Then who? who? 

Unmoved, M. de Bray replied : 
“How do you expect me to know. 


XIV 


“Where is Uncle Mare?” asked Chiffon in the ev f* ,n4 J 
,nteri, r‘ the drawing room a few minutes before the guests 
k . j «<t i rtve searched for him every wheie. 
"’Won ”know wel that he is hiding himself under«round 
fhis^evonhrfb said .he Maruuis. “What do you wan. of 

’""Tw-mt to show him my dress, he only saw me in it at 
day', nm lad in the evening 1 look so much better 



“You will show it to hint some other time; tie is very 
cranky this evening.” 

And he added, laughing : 

“It appears everybody has nerves, to-day V” 

“Yes,” said (,'oryse, “at dinner 1 saw that he was not 
himself. What do you think is troubling him?” 

“He is ill-tempered,” declared the Marquise. 

“No !” promptly protested Chiffon, “no, he never will be 
that.” Then, reverting to her former idea : “Shall I go 
and see him?” 

“No” replied Madtime de Bray sourly. “Stay here. 
People will soon come in." 

The girl’s face became gloomy : 

“Oh ! That, is true, it’s ten o’clock ! Who will arrive 
first? I bet that they will be the most wearisome of all i 
Right! What did I say? It’s the Bassignys!” 

Effectively, Madame de Bassigny, lightly elad in an 
elegant dress with silver trimmings, followed by the Colonel, 
also in a tight uniform which was climbing up his back, 
making a fold which crossed from shoulder to shoulder, 
Madame de Bassigny appeared vexed tor being the first 
to arrive. She thought it did not look well, and threw 
the blame for that fault against etiquette upon the Colonel. 

Then, in a sharp tone, she enquired from Coryse whether 
her political discussion of last night had not interfered with 
her sleep? The girl replied that she was such a 
sound sleeper that she could always sleep, even after the 
most boring evenings. The arrival of other guests stopped 
a conversation which was threatening to take an acid turn. 

Young Barfleur came in, stuck to his mother’s skirt and 
visibly worried over the possible aftermath of his declara- 
ion. He admitted to himself that really he had “ put too 
mch passion into it” and had gone beyond the limit. 

The indifferent welcome from Chiffon, who did not seem 
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(o remember anything, entirely reassured him, and he soon 
recovered his assurance, going and coming in his ungainly 
fashion cackling here and there. 

The Comte d’Axen’s entry acted on him like a cold 
shower. He began by examining him with great respect, 
impressed to some, extent by the presence of a real Prince. 
But soon lie forgot the Prince and only saw in him 
“a rival.” 

The arrival of this man, younger and certainly better- 
looking than himself considerably reduced his prestige. 

When the orchestra played its prelude, Barfleur rushed, 
towards Coryse, but lie arrived at the very moment when 
she was starting, on the Comte d’Axen’s arm. He noted, 
with displeasure, that the Comte danced admirably three- 
step waltz, as only men from his country could. 

This evening, not only would he he successful owing to 
curiosity and etiquette, as was his right, but, as a man also 
he would deserve his success. Barfleur, therefore, could 
tot console himself. 

He ran to Madame de Liron who, followed by her 
Husband and her brother-in-law, was just coming, delightful 
and bright in the pink frock glimpsed upon at. the dress- 
maker’s, and he asked her for ‘‘this waltz.” 

But, above all, the little woman wanted to exhibit her- 
self to the Comte d’Axen, and she knew that in the arms 
of small men women never look their best. Therefore she, 
answered, irritated by this untimely eagerness: 

“By and by ! T have only just come in. Give me time 
to breathe!” * 

Then, addressing the Marquis : 

“Then, it’s serious? Your bearish brother is not here?” 

“It’s serious in the utmost.” 

“And he won’t put in an appearance?” 

“He won’t.” 
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She raised her eyes to the ceiling : 

“He is up there? Above all this din?” 

“Yes/’ 

“Why does it matter to her where he is?” Coryse 

wondered while looking at the young woman, all fresh 
under her halo of sparkling diamonds. 

Nothing in this plump doll with her eyes bright with 
mischief, and her somewhat vulgar outline, could please 
Chiffon. But, seeing the enthusiasm, provoked by her 
presence, she was thinking, with a painlul endeavour to 
understand this admiration which she could not explain to 
herself : 

“Perhaps it is because she is certainly pretty!” 

The Due d’Aubieres came to her ; 

“What are you thinking of. Mademoiselle (Tilton ? You 
look like a conspirator 

Coryse blushed : 

“1 am not thinking of anything.” 

“Really ! Yet you look preoccupied, f could almost say 
gloomy, if such a word could possibly be applied to you.” 

As the troubled girl was muttering a meaningless reply 
he affectionately enquired : 

“Have von anv sorrow? Is something wrong?” 

“No, I h avc no sorrow, nothing ” quickly replied 
Chiffon. 

And, wishing to put an end to these questions which, 
for some reason that she did not understand, embarrassed 
her, she questioned : 

“Uncle Mare’s election is assured, isn’j it.” 

“I believe so ! But he does not seem to be worried 
about it. I saw him this morning and lie did not utter 
Tree words to me! He seems to forget that the election 
dll be next Sunday. He too, looks preoccupied.” 

Ah, said Coryse, alarmed. And at once she thought : 
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“Perhaps it’s on account of Madame de Liron that lie is 
preoccupied?'’ 

The colonel noticed the vague look in Coryse’s eyes and 
the tightness of her lips : 

“Again, you are far, far away, Mademoiselle Chiffon — 
far away, in the blues — ” 

“Not quite.” 

Gradually they had moved to the large bay windows 
opening out on to the garden. The night was stormy, a 
heavy heat was about them. 

“it’s stilling; in this room,” she said, shaking her hair. 

And she went out, followed by M. d’Aubieres. 

“Hullo!” exclaimed the Duke, his nose up in the air, 
“there he is. He is peacefully walking up and down his 
room, not even suspecting that we see him from here!” 

Chiffon looked up, and saw Uncle Mare’s tall figure which 
detached itself, very darkly, from the luminous frame of the 
window. 

“Hullo! yes! There he is!” 

Madame de Liron was coming into the garden on M, 
de Bray’s arm. She also saw the Vicomte. 

Gaily she shouted : 

“It would be a good joke — to go up and say good even- 
ing to your brother ! What do you say to it?” 

“But,” said the perplexed Marquis, “I really don’t 
k now—” 

“Yes ! Let us do it: — will you? It will be very 
amusing ! Let us go to his room in a farandole?” 

And, addressing the Colonel : 

“Will you join in, Monsieur d’Aubieres?” 

“No, Madame, I would he afraid that my friend Mare 
might push me out of the door!” 

“And me?” asked the young woman, smiling, “would 
he push me out also? 

Without waiting for an answer, she turned to M. de Bray : 
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“Suppose l went Up, say, very quietly, by the librarv 
stairs, that would be a line trick to play on him?” 

“Excellent!” whispered Chiffon, in an extremely imperti- 
nent tone. 


“Lead me there, Monsieur de Bray, will you?” 
Madame, I— l have many things to mind here,” 
explained the Marquis, very much embarrassed about the 
role which the young woman wanted him to play. “But 
Aubieres will take you there.” 


said the l)uke with a smile, 


“As far as the steps only,’ 
offering her his arm. 

Coryse remained alone. 

I lie handsome Irene, slender in his hussar’s uniform was 
coming down the steps. 

“May I greet you, Mademoiselle Coryse?” 

Chiffon, who was rushing to follow M. d’Aubieres and 
Madame de I -iron, stopped, ill-pleased at being hindered. 

You have already greeted me !” 

She had spoken rather loudly. Immediately Uncle 
Mares silhouette reappeared at the balcony and remained 
immobile there. 

“I did when I arrived, but I have had no chance to com- 
pliment you about your lovely dress.” 

Coryse did not reply, and he went on : 

After all, is it really the dress that is lovely? 1 do not 
want to pay you a banal compliment, Mademoiselle, in 
repeating what you must have been told a hundred times 
since yesterday, but you are—” 

“Charming!” interrupted Chiffon with a laugh, “Yes 

“ p ° n .\ . And > fusions to get off, she abruptly 

C p ed ’t ^ nt ‘ t1ls 1S n,! you to fell me-" 

Puzzled, he replied : 

“Whi c h?” Uld !lIS ° befi ° f you t0 g5vc mc :1 waltz?” 
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“Whichever you will kindly give me. I he next if you 
wili?” 

“The next is for the Comte d Axon. 

“Again !” 

“What do you mean by 'again' ?” exclaimed Coryse, 
irritated. “Arc you keeping account of the dances 1 give 
to this man or that?" 

She stopped short. It seemed to her that Unde Mare 
was leaning out and listening to them. But she did not 
dare to look up and reveal his presence. 

I'iie Handsome I rene resumed : 

“The next waltz, then?” 

“It will be M. d’Aubieres. Will you have the fourth, 
counting from the present one?” 

The Comte d’Axen was coming, almost at a run: 

“This is my waltz, Mademoiselle Chiffon!” 

At the window, Uncle Mare’s big shadow was moving 
about, uneasily and Coryse thought : 

“1 would bet that, just now his eyebrows are displaying 

*5 n t\” 

“Mademoiselle,” asked M. de Trene, “I wish to have 
the honour to be introduced to Monseigneur le Comte 

d’Axen?” .. 

Chiffon, regretfully taking her eyes off the window, 

turned to the Prince: 

“Will you allow me, Monseigneur?” 

And, as lie bowed his assent, she quickly mumbled : 
“Monsieur de Trene— ” 

“1 am delighted to meet you, Monsieur,” said the Comte 
d’Axen, offering his hand to the officer. “We will be, next 
week, companions in your regiment, as T have been autho- 
rized to attend the manoeuvres, and I am to go with you. 
Then, bolding Chiffon by her waist : . 

“May we waltz on this fine terrace? One hears the music 
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quite well here, and it is very hot inside.” 

She did not object, not. daring to resist him, but yet 
afraid, she did not know why, to displease Uncle Mare who 
was still standing at his balcony. 

When the Prince stopped, he told Coryse : 

“I very much regret not having seen your uncle this 
evening.” 

“He is in his apartment, owing to his mourning,” she 
stammered, furtively glancing at his window. 

“He is a charming man, whom I like very much ! We 
have been out together many times these last few days, on 
foot or horseback.” 

“Hullo!” thought she, surprised, “lie did not tell me 
that lie never mentioned him since the other evening.” 
The Comte d’Axen went on: 

“M. de Bray is the most intelligent man 1 know, and lie 
possesses a fine soul.” 

“Doesn't he?” exclaimed Chiffon, delighted. 

“It will please me very much,” he continued, “if the 
manoeuvres end in time to allow me to leave with him.” 
“Leave?” she asked, distressed. “Where is he going’” 
“But — has he not told you?” 

“Yes, yes,” said she, trying to make him sav more “he 
said— about— ” 

Well, directly the elections are over, M. de Bray will 
travel for two months—” 

“Is that so?” 

He wishes to enquire personally into many cases of 
overty. In short, he wants to do, and certainly can do, 
ry much good. Your uncle, Mademoiselle ChilTon is 
te of those rare men who spend their lives in doing 
eautifu! deeds which they conceal as if they were crimes.” 
n. iavo already told hint that!” whispered Coryse, 
who was making frantic efforts to hold hack the tears. ' 
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The thought that Uncle Mare was about to leave was 
terribly upsetting her. On his return, if he was elected, 
he would go to Paris where the de Brays only installed 
themselves in the spring. She would not see him any 
more ! Perhaps never at all 1 

At this moment the Vicomte, who was leaning over the 
balcony, suddenly turned towards the inside of his room. 
Obviously somebody had entered. 

‘‘It’s tier !” thought Chiffon, whose heart was heating 
wildly. 

And, as the waltz was ending, she bow#d to the Prince 
and slipped through the dancers, who were regaining their 
seats. 

Reaching the library, she climbed up the old, oaken stair- 
case which gave direct access to the Vicomte’s apartments, 
determined to look, listen, find out in any way, something 
definite. But, suddenly she stopped, disheartened. 

“No!” thought she, “that would be bad! And then, I 
know all I wanted to know.” 

A swishing of tulle and silk told her that somebody was 
climbing down, just above her. Running down the stairs 
she hid herself behind the steps. 

Very spruce, Madame de Liron passed close to her and 
returned to the great drawing room, shouting to make 
it clear that she made no secret of her visit : 

“Ah ! He didn’t like it, imagine that ! He was little 
short of angry !” 

“She lies !” thought Chiffon. “He was quite pleased. 
She is only saying that to conceal the truth.” 

Going up to Mare’s room, she went in. 

Sitting before his desk, his head laid on his arm, Mare 
did not hear her come in. Deeply moved, she asked him : 

“What has she done to you?” 

Hearing her voice he rose up. 



“What arc you doing here, child?” 

Seeing his sorrowful lace, Chilton felt an immense tender- 
ness for him whom she loved so much ! She forgot all, 
repeating, surprised and deeply moved : 

“You are crying? Why arc you crying? My God!” 
Then, timidly: “On account of her, isn’t it?” 

He hurst out : 

“I don't know who it is you call ‘she’ ! But 1 beg you 
to return to your dances and flirts! do and listen to dc 
Trene’s compliments, and wait/ in the garden with Axen 
if that amuses \pu. hut leave me alone in my rooms 1“ 

She whispered : “Alone to cry?" 

“To cry if that suits me !" 

Chiffon saw, in his dressing room, two large trunks open, 
Feeling mad, she asked ; 

“You are going earlier?” 

“Earlier than what?” 

“It’s the Comte d’Axen who 

He sneered : 

“Ah ! When you are together you speak of me?" 

“Yes! He said that you will travel, to help people- ’ 1 
As he did not reply, she asked in a trembling voice which 
betrayed all her terrors : 

“And me? What will become of me?” 

Without looking at her, he replied in a cutting voice: 

“What! You don't imagine I’ll take you with nte—ot 
stay here to serve you as a maid?” 

“Oh!” sorrowfully said Chiffon, whose blue eyes filled 
with tears. How you speak to me. Uncle Mare, in what 
ugly manner !” 

“Why will you torment me so?” 

At first she made no reply, immobile, in the centre of 
the room, all pink in her snow-white frock which outlined 
her small but young and strong body. Her fair hair, flying 
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all about her head in the breeze from the window gave her’' 
the appearance of a fairy, a small quaint and unreal being. 
And, despite himself, Mare, who had raised his head, was 
looking at her with an expression of immense tenderness 
in his reddened eyes. 

Being too short-sighted to see his look. Chiffon asked, 
after long reflection : 

“So, I rom what the Prince told me, you are going away 
to do charitable deeds?” 

Me shrugged his shoulders. Coryse went on : 

“Well, ! 1 could tell you a good deed to do, and with- 

out going far away?” 

And, as he did not answer, she whispered very low : 

“It would consist of marrying me — ” 

Very pale, the Vico rule stepped to her : 

“What did you say?” 

“You heard me very well.” 

He replied in a raucous voice: 

“This jest is cruel, not funny!” 

“A jest?” exclaimed Chiffon, stunned. “Oh ! my God ! 
But I love you above all ! And there are times when I 
believe you love me more than anyone also. Therefore, I 
tint telling you : Marry me !” 

“Chiffon !” softly said Uncle Mare, drawing the girl into 
his arms. “My Chiffon ! Oh ! Yes, I love you ! I love 
you ! I ove you ! I love you !” 

“Then, you agree?” 

He covered her with kisses without speaking. She sighed, 
trembling all over. 

“Oh ! How 'lovely it is — to be kissed by you !” 

Then, in an outburst of laughter : 

“Aren't they going to pull long faces, down below, when 
they hear it?” 
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Uncle Mare was still looking at <’liiii<>» hesitating to 
believe it was all true. Bending over her face lie whispered, 
in a kiss ; 

“Ah ! Little Chiffon ! .if you could guess how unhappy 
I have been, and in what despair! and how jealous!” 

“Jealous! You should never have been that !” 

And, pressing herself hriitly against him, slit' stammered, 
sweetly and tenderly : 

“ — and if would badly surprise me ii ever i could deceive 

you!” 

THE END 





